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PREFACE 



As the occasion of this Poem was real, not fictitious ; so 
the method pursued in it was rather imposed by what 
spontaneously arose in the Author's mind on that oc- 
casion, than meditated or designed. Which will ap- 
pear rery probable firom the nature of it. For it dif- 
fers from the common mode of poetry ; which is, from 
long narrations to draw short morals. Here, on the 
contrary, the narrative is short, and the morality 
arising from it makes the bulk of the Poem. Th« 
reason of it is, that the facts mentioned did naturally 
pour these moral reflections on the thought of the 
Writer. 
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CRITICAL OBSERVATONS. 



Thbkb are three ^Uttinct stages in the deyelopment of 
the faculties, at which the taste undergoes a perceptible 
modification, correspondent to the jprogress of the intel- 
leetaal ciiaraoter. Ilie first stage is, when the ima^pna* 
tion b^^ins to exert its newly awakened perceptions, 
and the whole scene of mental vision presents a fi^ld of 
discovery and wonder. Then all that is vast, or wild, 
or distant, or grand, (it matt^n not how imprc^ble the 
fiction, or how remote from human feelings and human 
interests, so that it is decked out in the vivid colours of 
romance,) is seized, and appropriated by the mind, with 
emotions keen as they are indefinite, and laid up as the 
elements of future hopes and day dreams. The passions 
succeed the imagination in the order of development : as 
the child b^;ins to enlai^e into incipient manhood, while 
the delusions o( romance fade around, him, new instincts, 
new wants are awakened, and he hegiaaa to feel himself 
alone. The taste participating in this change, demands 
excitement of a different kind. The softer colouring of 
rural nature, the gentler accents of tender or of heroic 
sentiment, scenes of beauty instead of tales of wonder, 
now have their turn in pleasing ; and emAions of enthu- 
siasm, tinctured perhaps with devotional or melancholie 
feeling, swell and agitate the breast. The a^tations of 
passion subside as the objects of life acquire lUstinctness, 
and as the sun of intellect approaching its zenith, short- 
ens the shadows which they oast. Then, according to 
the direction which tlio character assumes, either the 
affections of the heart undertake the conquest of the 
imagination, and the taste becomes disciplined to reality, 
or the selfishnem of our nature becomes all exerted in 
the toil of worldly acquisition ; and neither the poetry 
of fable, nor the poetry of life, can please any longer. 
The pleasure that is derived from works of imaginationi 
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by penons in g^eneral at the middle period of life, arises 
almost entirely from the recollections of youth being 
awakened by them, or from the skilful exhibition of hu- 
man art. It is the judg;ment, instead of the fancy, which 
now must be won into eomplaoeney and soothed to de- 
lig;ht Perhaps as life advances, and even our intellect* 
ual sensations lose soMethipi^of their viridnesB, we may 
be found to ^ow less fastidious or severe in our taste ; 
we regain our fondness for the stronger stimulants of 
imaginative pleasure ; we recur to the gaudy visions of 
the morning landscape ; we yield ourselves up by an 
effi>rt of abstraction to the delusions by which we were 
once unconsciously be^iled, and make long forgotten 
things serve for novelties. Then, too, moral reflections 
on Uie past, acquire by association with the remem- 
branoes of actual experience, an almost picturesque in- 
terest ; and the gravest lessons of the poet have power 
to charm the contemplation. 

No poet has ever acquired an extensive popularity, 
who has not adapted his subject to the imagination at 
one of these distinct periods of development. It is a 
rare achievement, so to combine all the elements of ima* 
ginative pleasure, as to fascinate attention at every pe« 
riod. Our great poet has indeed presented to us in hia 
Paradise Lost, a theme of sublime wonder, and a tale of 
human passion ; a display of all that is elevated in sen- 
timent, daring in invention, and exquisite in sldll.^ Next 
to him, Spentil^. the poet of faery land, has power to 
oast his spells on the fancv even of boyhood, and to re* 
tain the mastery of our flings through the successive 
phases of our taste. Thomson has the charm of gaudi« 
ness for our childhood ; the first sense of beauty it 
awakened by colouring. He pleases still more, as the 
love of nature and the instinots of passion are awakened 
within us. He does not, however, continue always to 
please. When we speak of Young, we always refer te 
his ** Night Thoughtb." It required no ordinary ge* 
inus to communicate any p<ietical interest to a poem on 
such a plan, and of such a class of subjects. Yet this is 
one of Uie few poems on which the broad stamp of popu- 
larity has been prominently impressed. Editions have 
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been mtdtiplied from every press io the country. It ii 
to be seen on the shelf of the cottager, with the Family 
Bible and the Pilgrim's Process ; and it ranks among 
the first and lavourite materials of the poetical library* 
What is more remarkable, is, that the French are fond 
of Young, although they cannot understand either Mil ' 
ton or Shakspeare. 

Young 18* in fact^ more of the orator than of the poet ; 
but his oratory is still of a diaracter distinct from the 
eloquence of prose. The NiOBT Tbovghtb please uf 
much in the same manner as we are csiptivat^ by the 
wonders of fiction : only, in this poem, the vastness, the 
grandeur, the novelty consist, not in strange or romantic 
incidents, but in the unexpected turns and adventurous 
sallies, the dasaling pomp of metaphor, the infinite suc- 
cession of combinations and intersections of thought, the 
stratagems of expression, whi<^ occur throughout this 
long poetical homily ; so that, forbidding as the subject 
is frmn its severity, he has contrived to enliven it with 
all the graces of wit, chastened by the majesty of truth. 
Add to this, there is a charm in that stem and pensive 
melancholy which is the oharactsr of the Night 
Thovortb; a sentimental charm 'vHiich hangs about 
moonlight graves, and whispering night whids, and fu* 
neral cypress, in which those persons especially love to 
indulge, who have known no deeper wounds of sensi* 
biH^ than those of fictitious grie6, ojMphilo6<^>hic pen* 
siveness. W 

The worst fault of the Night Thoughts, is, that it 
is so evidently the work of the closet. There is none of 
the freshness of the open air, none of the breath of liv- 
ing nature in Young's poetry : his flowers are all dried 
leaves, which, though gathered in the sun^ne, have 
been laid up till they almost smell of death. Young 
states, that the facts mentioned in the poem ** did natu- 
rally pour on the thought of the writer" the moral re- 
flections of which it mainly oonsKts. Cold, grave, mid- 
night reflections of this kind are, however, very differ- 
ent from those which spring from the kindling feelings 
of the poet under the impulse of present emotion. 
Young is too much an egotist to be impassioned : he is 
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idl thoui^ht, thought nndistiirbed by the weaknen of 
feeling ; he is too sublime to sink for a moment into the 
triteness of simple nature. It is the wit and the politi- 
cian who has asiumed the cassock, and he indeed sup- 
ports it admirably well ; he is evidently sincere and in 
earnest ; but he cannot quite foi^et his native character. 
There is a very remarkable instance of this at the dose 
of the Eighth Nig^t, where, speaking of Lucifer, he 
surprises and puzzles the modem reader by a sarcasm 
which has outlived its point : 

** Th« world, -whose legiona cost him slender pay, 

And volunteers aroand his banner swarm, 

Prudent as Prussia in her seal for Gaul.** 

It was inevitable, that in ^ poem of this kind there 
should be a luxuriance of faults as well as of beauties. 
Johnson terms it " a -v^ildemess of thought." The petr 
petual enigma of the style at lengtii wearies ; the anti- 
theses pall upon us : we even grow fatigued with admi- 
ration.. The faults of Young are, however, the faults 
of genius, and they are amply redeemed by the splen- 
dour which is thrown around them. It is not perhaps 
peculiar to Young!s poetry, that very young and very 
old persons are the most partial to the Night Thoughts: 
the reason of this may be sought in the circumstances 
to which we have adverted, as connected with the pro- 
gress of taste. It pleases the more before the taste has 
attained the period of refined cultivation, because we 
are then less sei^ble of the defects of his style, and are 
most susceptible of that indistinct feeling of awe which 
the gothic gloom of his poetry is adapted to excite. It 
pleases us as age advanOes, on account of the s3anpa* 
thetic views of life, which make the poetry of Young 
seem to an old man doubly natural. The author had 
passed his sixtieth year when he published the First 
Night ; and there is, it muxt be owned, something of the 
querulousness, as well as the sageness of age, in the 
general strain of his sentiments. But his long Complaint 
terminates, as it should do, in Consolation: and the 
Ninth INTight is the one, which, next to the first three, is 
the most generally read and the most frequently ad- 
verted to. 



d by Google 



Sdwaid Y<nBgf the son of Dr. Edward Yotmi:, Dtan 
of Stnoi, was bom at Upham, near Winchestery in 
1681. He received his education at Winchester Col- 
lege, fnmk whence he was removed to the muyeraitj of 
Oxford, aodin 1708 he was nominated to a law feDow- 
Mp at AU Sonbi by Archburitop Tenison. In 1716, he 
Was appointed to speak the Latin oration, on occasion 
of the laying of the foundation of the Codrington li- 
brary. His flrst poetical adventure was, an epistle to 
the Right Honourable George, Lord Lansdowne, pub- 
lished in 1712. In tiiis poean, he began the siege of pa- 
tronage in which we find him still engaged, and still un- 
suooesrfuUy, in the very decline of lins. 

•* Twice told the p«rtod gpent on stubborn Troj, 
Coort favour, yet MtaJMB, I benefe.** 

Toung was not, however, a neglected, though he wai 
a disappointed man. He enjoyed some splendid intima^ 
oies. Among his early patrons ranks the infamous Mar^ 
quis of Wharton, with whom, in the beginniiv of 1717, 
he travelled into Ireland ; but of this imenyiable patro- 
nage, Young ailerward took pains to eflhce the retnem* 
brance. 

While attached to the Exeter family. Young flood a 
contested election for Cirencester. He subMquently 
took orders, and became, we are infonned, a very popu- 
lar preacher. 

His satires appeared at successive intervals between 
the years 1725 and 1728. It is said, thai they produced 
him no less a sum than three thousand pounds ; but he 
was a considerable loser by the <^ South-sea Dream.'* 

In July, 1730, he was presented by his college to the 
rectory of Welwyn, in Hertfordshire. In the following 
year he married Lady Elizabeth Lee, daughter of the 
£arl of Litchfield, and widow of Colonel Lee. She 
, died in 1741. Mr. and Mrs. Temple, the daughter and 
son-in-law of Lady Elizabeth by her foimer husband, 
are supposed to be the PHn^AimxR and Narcmsa of 
the Night Thoughts ; notwithstanding a passage 
which would seem to intimate that the tiiree persons 
whose deaths he lamented, died within a few months of 
each other ; whereat Mn. Temple died of a consomp- 
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tion, at Lyons, in 1736, Mr. Temple, in 1740 : but the 
variation was perhaps Yentured on the ground of poet- 
ical license. 

The Night Thovohtb were begun immediately af- 
ter the death of Lady Elizabeth. The preface to the 
Seventh Night is dated July the 7th, 1741. A scanda- 
lous and inhuman report has attributed to LoRSireo, a 
real existence in the person of the author^t own son. 
On a comparison of dates, it appears that the supposed 
Lorenzo was only ei^ht years of age when Young sat 
down to the composition of the Night Thoughts. 

In 1762, he published ^Resignation;" a surprising 

display of unimpaired faculty at fourscore years of age I 

In April, 1765, he expired, haying retained his intellects 

to the last. Oialj four years before, << good Dr. Young," 

•• Who thought eren gold might com* a d&j too late,** 

was appointed clerk of the closet to the Princess Dowa- 
ger. ' Of the only two friends whom he had to mention 
m his will, viz. fais housekeeper, and his ^ friend Henry 
Steyens, a hatter at the Temple gate," one died a little 
time before him : — 

•« ^ 019 I the dire effect 
Of loiteiiH Imm, of death defrmnded ]oi^» 
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THE COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT THE FIRST. 

ON 

LIFE, DEATH, AND IMM0RTAUT7. 



TO TUB 

RIGHT HONOURABLE ARTHUR ONSLOW. £80* 

•PIAKXR OF THE H0TT8£ OF COVMONt. 



TiBXD Nature^ sweet restorer, balmy Sleep ! 
He, like fhe world, his ready yisit pays 
Where Fortune smiles ; the wretched he forsakes : 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
And lights on lids nnsollied witili atear. 

From short (as usnal] and disturb^ repose, 
I wake : how happy they, who wake no more! 
Tet that were rain, if dreams infest the grare* 
1 wake, emer^ng from a sea of dreams 
Tomnltaoos ; where my wreckM desponding^ thought, 
From ware to ware of foncied miseiy. 
At random drore, her hehn of reason lost 
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12 THX COMPLAINT. KXGMT X. 

Thoiigh now restored, His only change of pain : 

(A bitter change!) severer for severe: 

The day too short for my distress; and night, 

Even in the zenith of her dailc domain, 

Is sunshine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, sable goddess! from her ebon throne. 
In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceplxe o^er a slumbering world. 
Silence how dead! and darkness how profound! 
Nor eye, nor listening ear, an object finds: 
Creation sleeps. Tis as the general puke 
Of life stood still, and nature made a pause; 
An awful pause! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be soon fulfill^: 
Fate! drop the curtain; I can lose no more. 

Silence and Darkness! solemn sisters! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender thought 
To reason, and on reason build resolve 
(That column of true majesty in man,) 
Assist me: I will thank you in the g^ve; 
The grave, your kingdom. There this frame shall fiiU 
A victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 
But what are ye? 

THOU, who didst put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when the momiBg stan, 
Exulting, shouted o'er the rising ball; 
O THOU, whose word from solid darkness struck 
That spark, the sun; strike wisdom from my soul; 
My soul, which flies to Thee, her trust, her treanu^ 
As misers to their gold, while others rest 
Through this opaque of natuie, and d soul, 
This double night, tnnimit one pitying lay. 
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ON LIFE, SSATH, ANp IMMO&TALITT. 13 

To lighten and to cbeer. Oh lead my mind 
(A mind that fain wonld wander from its woef) 
Jjead it throngh various scenes of life and death* 
And from each scene the noblest truths inspire. 
Nor less inspire mj conduct, than mj song: 
Teach my best reason, reason; my best will 
Teach rectitude; and ^ my firm resolre, 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear: 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pourM in vain. 

The bell strikes one. We take no note of time 
But from its loss. To give it tj^en a tongue 
Is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, 
I feel the solemn sound. If h«ard aright. 
It is the knell of my departed hours : 
Where are they? With the years beyond the flood 
It is the signal that demands dispatch: 
How much is to be done ! My hopes and fean 
Start up alarmed, and o^er lifers narrow veige 
Look down — on what? a fathomless abyss; 
A dread eternity! how surely mine! 
And can eternity belong to me, 
Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour? 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how august 
How complicate, how wonderfol, is man! 
How passing wonder HE, who made him such! 
Who centred in onr make such strange extreme! I 
From different natures marvelously mixt, 
Connexion exquisite of distant worlds! 
Disting^uishM link in being^s endless chain! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity! 
A beim ethereal, sullied and absorVd ! 
2 
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14 THE COMPLAINT. ' ITIOHT 1 

Though sallied, ^nd dishonourVl, still divine! 

Dim miniatiiTe of greatness absolute! 

An heir o[ glory! a frail child of dust! 

Helpless iounoilal! insect infinite ! 

A worm! a god! I tremble at myself, 

And in myself am lost! At home. a stranger, 

Thought wanders up and down, surprised, aghast. 

And wondering at her own: how reascMi reels! 

Oh what a miracle to man is man. 

Triumphantly distressed! what joy, what dread! 

Alternately transported, and alann^! 

What can preserve iny life? or what de8tit>y? 

An angePs arm canH snatch me from the gpraye ; 

Legions of angels canH c<nifine me there. 

Tis past conjecture ; all things rise in proof. 
While o'er my limbs sleep's soft donnnion spread^ 
What though my soul fantastic measures trod 
O'er fairy fields; or moum'd along the gloom 
Of pathless woods; or, down the craggy steep 
HurPd headlong, swam with pain the mantled pool; 
Or scaled the cliff ; or danced on hollow winds. 
With antic shapes, wild natives of the brain? 
Her ceasdess ffight, though devious, speaks hex nature 
Of subtler essence than the trodden dod; 
Active, atrial, towering, unocmfined. 
Unfettered with her gpross ccm^panion's £adL 
Even silent night proclaims my soul immortal : 
Even silent night proqjaims etenial day. 
For human weal. Heaven husbands all events ; 
Dull sleep instructs, nor sp<Hrt vain dreams in raio. 

Why then their loss dq^re, that are not lost? 
Why wanders wretched thoui^t their tombs anrand^ 
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OK LIFE, DSATS, AKB IMMOBTALITT. J6 

In infidel distress? Ar^ angeb there? 
Slumbers, raked np in dnst, etiiereal fire. 

TheyHye! they greatfy fire a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceivM; and from an eje 
Of tenderness let heavenly pity fidl 
On me, more justly nmnber'd with the dead. 
This is the desert, this the sditnde : 
How populous, how vital, is the gprave! 
This is creation^s melancholy va»lt. 
The vale funereal, the sad cypress g^loom ; 
The land of apparitions, empty shades! 
AU, all on earth, is shadow ; all beyond 
Is substance ; the reverse is Folly's creed: 
How solid all, where change shaU be no more! 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twUight of our day, the vestibule : 
Life's theatre as yet is shut, and death, 
Strong death alone, can heave the massy bar. 
This gross impediment of clay remove. 
And make us, embryos of e:&isteDce, free. 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 
The future embryo slumbering in his sire. 
Embryos we must be, till we burst the shell, 
Ton ambient azure shell, and spring to life. 
The life of gods, oh transport! and of man. 

Tet man, fool man! here buries all his thonghti : 
Inters celestial hopes without one sigh. 
Prisoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 
Here pinions all his wishes: wing'd by Heavtn 
To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 
Where seraphi gather immortality, 
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16 THE COBfPLAlKT. MIOBT I. 

On life^ fair trpe, fast by the throne of God. 

I^at golden joys ambrosial clustering glow 

In HIS full beam, and ripen for the just. 

Where momentary ages are no more! 

Where time, and pain, and chance, and death, expire ! 

And is it in the flight of threescore years. 

To push eternity from human thought, 

And smother souk immortal in the dust? 

A soul immortal, spending all her fires. 

Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness. 

Thrown into tumult, raptured, or alannM, 

At aught this scene can threaten or indulge, 

Resembles ocean into tempest wrought. 

To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Whero fells this censuro ? It overwhelms myself: 
How was my heart incrusted by the world ! 
Oh how self-fetter'd was my g^reling soul ! 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In silken thought, which roptile Fancy spun, 
Till darkened Reason lay quite clouded o^er 
With soft conceit of endless comfort here. 
Nor yet put forth her wings to roach the skies! 

Night visions may befriend (ab sung above:) 
Our waking droams aro fatal. How I dreamt 
Of things impossible ! (Could sleep do moro?) 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change! 
Of stable pleasures on the tossing wave ! 
Eternal sunshine in the storms of life! 
How richly wero my noop-tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapestries of pictured joys ! 
Joy behind joy, in endless perspective^ 
Till at death^s toll, whose restless iron tongue 
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ON LIFB, DEATH, AMD IMirORTAI.ITT. 17 

Calls daily for his miUioiis at a meal. 
Starting I wdce, and fiwmd mjaetf nndooe. 
Whereas now way fretay^ pompous fvnilt«re ? 
The eebweb'd cottage, with its ragged wiU 
Of mouldering mud, is n^raltj to me ! 
The spider^s most attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man^ tender tie 
On earthly bliss; it breaks at ererj breese. 

O ye blest scenes of permanent delight ! 
FuH, abore measure ! lasting, beyond bound! 
A perpetuity of bfiss, is Bliss. 
Could you, BO rich in rapture, fear an end; 
That ghastly thought would drink up all your joj^ 
And quite unparadise the realms of light 
Safe are you lodged abore these rolling spheres ; ' 
The baleful influence of whose giddy dance 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions every hour; 
And rarely for the better : or the best. 
More mortal than the common births of fate. 
Each moment has its sickle, emulous 
Of Time^ enormous scythe, whose ample sweep' 
Strikes empires from the root : each moment plays * 
His little weapon in the narrower sphere 
Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts down 
The fairest bloom of sublunaiy bliss. 

Bliss! sublunary bliss! — ^proud words and vain! 
Implicit treason to divine decree ! 
A bold invasion of the rights of Heaven ! 
I claspM the phantoms, and I found them air. 
Oh had I weighed it ere my fond embrace ! 
What darts of agony had miss'd my heart! 
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J 8 TWB COMPLAINT NIGRT I. 

Heath ! gfreat proprietor of all ! ^ thine 
To tread out empire, and to qnench the stars 
The sun himself bj thy permission shines; 
And, one day, thou shalt pluck him from his sphere. 
Amid such mighty plunder, why exhaust 
Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me ? . 
Insatiate archer f could not one suffice ? 
Thy shaft flew thrice; and thrice my peace was slaik; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her horn. 
O Cynthia! why so pale? Dost thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour? g^eve to see thy wheel 
Of ceaseless change outwhirPd in human life ? 
How wanes my borrowed bhss ! From fortune^s smile^ 
Precarious courtesy! not virtue^s sure, 
Self-given, solar ray of sound delight 

In eveiy varied posture, place, and hour. 
How widowed every thought of every joy! 
Thought, busy thought! too busy for my peace! 
Through the dark postern of time long dapsed, 
Led softly, by the stillness of the night. 
Led like a murderer, (and such it proves !) 
Strays (wretched rover!) o^er the pleasing past; 
In quest of wretchedness pervers^y strays ; 
And finds all desert now; ani meets the ghosts 
Of my departed joys, a numerous train! 
I rue the riches of my former fate : 
Sweet comfort's blasted clusters I lament: 
I tremble at the blessings once so dear; 
And every pleasure 4»ains me to the heart 

Tet why complain ? or why complain for one? 
Hangs out the sun his lustre but for me. 
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The single man ? Are ang^ all beside ! 
I mourn for millicms : tis the conmion lot ; 
In this shape, or in that) has fate entailed 
The mother's throes on all of woman hom. 
Not more ^ children, than sure heirs, of pain. 

War, famidk, pest, volcano, 8torm> and fire, 
Intestine broils, oppression, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brass, besiege mankind. 
Crod^s image, di^nherited of day. 
Here, plunged in mines, forgets a sun was made* 
There, beings deathless as their haughty lord, 
Are hammered to the galling oar for life; 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap despair. 
Some, for hard masters, broken under aims. 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs. 
Beg bitter bread through realms their valour saved) 
If so the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 
Want, and incurable disease, (fell pair I) 
On hopeless multitudes remprseless seize 
At once ; and make a refuge of the grave. 
How groaning hosiMtals eject their dead ! 
What numbers groan for sad admission there ! 
What numbers, once in fortune's lap hi^-ied. 
Solicit the cold hand of charity! 
To shock us more, solicit it in vain ! 
Ye silken sons oi pleasure ! since in pains 
Tou rue more modish visits, visit here, 
And breathe from your debauch : give, and reduce 
Surfeit's dominion o'er you. But so great 
Your impudence, you blush at what is right. 

Happy, did sorrow seize on such alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue save : 
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Disease invades the cfaastest temperanee ; 

And punishment the gniHleBs ; and adann, 

Through thickest shades, pursues the fond oi peace. 

Man!s caution c^en into dang;er turns, 

And, his guard falling, crushes him to deatb. 

Not Happiness itself makes good her nAoe : 

Our yery wishes give us not our wish. 

How distant oft the thing we dote on most, 

From that for which we dote, felicity ! 

The smoothest course oi nature has its paint; 

And truest friends,.througfa error, wound our rest 

Without misfortune, what calamities ! 

And what hostilities, without a foe ! 

Nor are foes wantmg to the best on earth. 

But endless is the list of human ills, 

And sighs might sooner fail, than cause to sig^ 

A part how small of the terraqueous globe . 
Is tenanted by man ! the rest a waste. 
Rocks, deserts, frozen seas, and burning sands ; 
Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and deaUi. 
Such is earth's melancholy map ! But, far 
More sad! this earth is a true map of man. 
So bounded are its haughty lord's d^ights 
To woe's wide empire ; where deep troubles toss. 
Loud sorrows howl, enyenomed passions bite, 
Rayenous calamities our yitals seize. 
And threatening fete wide opens to deyour. 

What then am I, who sorrow for myself^ 
In age, in infancy, from others' aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind. 
That nature's first, last lesson to mankind : 
The selfish heart deserres the pain k feels. 
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More generous sorrow, while it sinks, exalts ; 
And conscious rirtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor yirtue, more than prudence, bids me gire 
Swoln thought a second chaimel: who divide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take then, O World! thy much indebted tear: 
How sad a sight is human happiness. 
To those whose thought can pierce beyond an hour! 

thou ! whatever thou art, whose heart exults ! 
Wouldst thou I should congratulate thy fate ? 

1 know thou wouldst ; thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, 

The salutary censure of a friend. 

Thou happy wretch ! by blindness thou art blest ; 

By dotage dandled to perpetual smiles. 

Eiiow, smiler ! at thy peril art thou pleased : 

Thy pleasure is the promise of thy pain. 

Misfortune, like a creditor serere} 

But rises in demand for her delay ; 

She makes a scourge of past prosperity,. 

To sting thee more, and double thy distress. 

Lorenzo, Fortune makes her court to thee : 
Thy fond heart dances, whUe the Syren sings. 
Dear is thy wel£Eu*e : think me not unkind ; 
I would not damp, but to secure, thy joys. 
Think not that fear is sacred to the storm : 
Stand on thy g^ard against the smiles of fate. 
Is Heaven tremendous in its frowns ? Most sure ; 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 
A call to duty, not discharge from care ; 
And should alarm us, full as much as woes ; 
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Awake us to their cause, and consequence ; 
O'er our scanned conduct give a jealous eye, 
And make us tremble, weight wilii our desert ; 
Awe nature'b tumult, and chastise her joys. 
Lest while we clasp, we kill them ; nay, invert 
To worse than simple misery their charms* 
Revolted joys, like fi)es in civil war. 
Like bosom friendships to resentment sonr'd 
With rage envenom'd rise against our peace. 
Beware what earth calls happiness : beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on less than an immortal base. 
Fond as he seems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine died with thee. Philander ! thy last sigh 
Dissolved the charm : the disenchanted earth 
Lost all her lustre. Where her glittering towers? 
Her golden mountains, where ? all darkened down 
To naked waste ; a* dreary vale of tears : 
The great magician's dead ! Thou poor, pale piece 
Of out-cast earth in darkness ! what a change 
From yesterday ! Thy darling hope so near, 
(Long-labour'd prize !) oh how ambition flush'd 
Thy glowing cheek ! Ambition truly great. 
Of virtuous praisfe. Death's subtle seed withm 
(Sly, treacherous miner !) working in the dark, 
Sn^ed at thy well-concerted scheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to riot on that rose so red, 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey ! 

Man's foresight is conditionally wise : 
Lorenzo ! wisdom into folly turns 
Oft, the first mstant its idea fair 
To labouring thought ia bom. How dim our eye t 
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The present moment tenainates our sight ; 
Clouds, thick as those on doomsday, dxown the next s 
We penetrate, we prophesy, in raia. 
Time is dealt out by particles ; and each, 
Ere mingled with the streaming sands of Ufe^ 
By fate^s inviolable oath is sworn 
Deep silence, " where eternity begins.'' 

By nature's law, what may be, may be now : 
There's no prerogattre in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can rise« 
Than man's presumption on to-morrow's dawn ? 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverse 
Is sure to none : and yet on this perftapg^ 
This peradventure, infamous for lies. 
As on a rock of adamant, we build 
Our mountain hopes ; spin out eternal schemes, 
As we the fatal sisters could out-spin, ' 
And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not even Philander had bespoke his shroud ; 
Nor had he cause : a warning was denied : 
How many fall as sudden, not as safe ! 
As sudden, though for years admonishVl home. 
Of human ills the last extreme beware t 
Beware, Lorenzo ! a slow sudden death. 
How dreadful that deliberate surprise ! 
Be wise to-day ; tis madness to d^fer : 
Next day the fktal precedent wSH plead ; 
Thus' on, tin wisdom is push'd out of lifis. 
Procrastination is tiie thief of time ; 
Tear after year it steals, tiH aD are fled. 
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And to (he mercies of a moment leaves 
The vast ccmcems of an eternal scene. 
If not so frequent, would not this be strange ? 
That ^ so frequent, this is stranger stilL 

Of man's miraculous mistakes, this bears 
The palm, ** that all men are about to liye,'' 
For ever on the brink of being bom. 
All pay themselves the compliment to think 
They one day shall not drivel : and their pride. 
On this reversion, takes up ready praise ; 
At least, their own ; their future selves applauds. 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead ! 
Time lodged in tiieir own bands is folly's vails ; 
That lodged in fate's, to wlsdcon they consign ; 
The thing they cant but purpose, they postpone : 
^Tis not in folly, not to scorn a fool ; 
And scarce in human wisdom to do more. 
All promise is poor dilatory man. 
And that through every staige : when young, indeed, 
In full content we sometimes xiobly rest, 
UnanXious for ourselves ; and only wish. 
As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise. 
At thirty, man suspects himself a fool ; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 
At fifty, chides lus infamous delay. 
Pushes his prudent puipose to resolve ; 
In all the magnanimity of thought 
Resolves, and re-resolvea ; then dies the same. 

And why ? Because he thinks himself immortal. 
All men think all men mortal, but themselves ; 
Themselves, when some alanning shock of fate 
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Strikes tfafoogh their woimded hearts the sadden 

dread: 
But their hearts wounded, like the woimded atr, 
Soon close ; where pasa^ Hie shaft, bo trace is fomd. 
As from the wing* no scar the sky retains ; 
The parted wave no farrow from the keel ; 
So dies in human hearts the thoug-ht of d^ath : 
Even with the tender tear which Nature sheds 
O'er those we love, we drop it in their g^ye. 
Can I forgfet Philander ? That were strange ! 

my full heart ! But should I give it vent, 

The longest night, though longer far, would fail, 
And the lark listen to my midnight song. 

The sprightly lark's shrill matin wakes the mom ; 
Griers sharpest thorn hard pressing on my breast, 

1 strive, witii wakeful melody, to cheer 
The sullen gloom, sweet Philomel ! like thee, 
And call the stars to listen : every star 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Yet be not vain ; there are who thine excel, 
And charm through distant ages : wrapt in shade, 
Prisoner of darkness ! to the silent hours. 
How often I repeat their rage divine. 
To lull my griefs, and steal my heart from woe ! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 
Dai^, though not blind, like thee, Mseonides ! 
Or, Milton ! thee ; ah ! could I reach your strain ! 
Or his, who made Maeonides our own. 
Man too he sung : unmortal man I sing ; 
Oft bursts my song beyond the bounds of life ; 
What now, but immortality, can please ? 
3 
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Oh had he pFess'd his theme, pnrsaed the track 
Which opens oat of darkness into daj ! 
Oh hadhe, monnted on his wing of fire, 
Soar'd where I smk, and snng immortal man ! 
How had it hless^d mankind, and rescued me ! 
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His comforter* he comforl*; great in ram. 
"With xraialiictant grondenr grreB.not yield* 
His ■anl Bublime, and doses witlk hi> fate. 
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NIGHT THE SECOND. 

ON 

TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 



TO THE 
RIGHT HOirOiniABLE TH£ EARL OF WILMIKOTOir. 



" When the cock crew, be wept ;^— smdte by that eye, 
Which looks on me, on all ': that Power, who bidf 
This midnight sentinel, with clarion shriU 
(Emblem of that which shall awake the dead,) 
Rouse sooIb from slmnber into thoughts of Heareo. 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is fortitude ? 
And, fortitude abandon^, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he sees the light . 
He that is bom, is listed ;- life is war ; 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears it best, 
DescTFes it least. — On other themes Vil dwelL 
Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee'; 
And thine, on themes may profit : profit there. 
Where most thy need : themes, too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Phil ander's dust. He, thus, though dead. 
May still befriend. — ^What themes ? Timers wondiooi 

price. 
Death, friendship, and PHiiiANDER's final scene. 
j3o could I touch these themeii as might obtfloa 
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Thine car, nor leave thy heart quite disenga^d. 
The good deed would delight me ; half irapiess 
On my dark cloud an Iris ; and from grief 
Call glory.— Dost thou mourn Philander's fate ? 
I know, thou say'st it : says thy life the same ? 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they de^r«. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of TiifE, 
(O glorious avarice !) thought of death inspires, 
Ab rumour^ robberies endear our gold? 
O time ! than gold more sacred ; more a load 
TTian lead to fools ; and fools reputed wise. 
What moment granted man without account ? 
What years are squandei^d, wisdom^s debt unpaid? 
Our wealth in days, all due to that dischaige. 
Haste, haste, he lies in wait, he*8 at the door, 
Insidious death ! should his strong hand airest. 
No composition sets the prisoner fi«e. 
Eternity^ inexorable chain 
Fast binds ; and vengeance claims the full arrear. 

How late I diuddei^d on the brink ! how late 
Life called for her last refuge in despair ! 
That time is mine, O Mead ! to thee I ewe ; 
Fain would I pay thee with eternity. 
But ill my genius answers my desire ; 
My siokly song is mortal past thy euro. 
Accept the will ; — that dies not with my strain- 

For what calls thy disease, Lorenzo ? net 
For £sculajnan, but fbr mcnral aid. 
Thou think'st it foUy, to be wise too soon. 
Touth is not rich in time, it may be, poor; 
Part with it as with money, sparing ; pay 
No m&mmti but is purelmse of its wordi ; 
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And what its worth, ask death*beds; they can tell. 
Part with it as with life, reluotant ; bigf 
With holy hope of nobler time to oome ; 
Time higher aim'd, still nearer the great marie 
Of men and angels ; virtue more divine. 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain ? 
(These Heay^i benign in vital union binds,) 
And sport we like the natives oi the bough. 
When vernal suns inspire ? Amusement reigns 
Man^ g^at demand ; to trifle is to live : 
And is it then a trifle, too, to die ? 

Thou say'st I preach, Lorenzo ! 'Tis cmifess^d 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ! 
Who wants amusement in the flame of battle ? 
Is it not treason to the soul immortal. 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 
Will toys amuse, when medicines cannot cure ? 
When spirits ebb, when lifers enchanting scenes 
Their lustre lose, and lessen in our sight, 
As lands, and cities with their glittering spires, 
To the poor shattered bark, by sudden storm 
Thrown off to sea, and soon to perish there? 
Will toys amuse ? No : thrones will then be toys, 
And eaurth and skies seem dust upon the scale. 

Redeem we time ? — Its loss we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-prized sports ? 
He pleads time's numerous blanks; he loudly pleads 
The straw-like trifles on life's common stream. 
From whom those blanks and trifles, but from thee ? 
No blank, no trifle, nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or purposed virtue, still be thine : 
This cancels thy complaint at once ; this leaves > 
3* 
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In ftct no tride, and no Uank in time. 

This i^atens, filb, imnortalizes, all ; 

This, the blest art of turning all to gdd ; 

This, the good heart's prerogatiye, to raiae 

A royal tribute from the poorest hours : 

Immense rey^[iue ! eyery moment pays. 

If nothing more than jmrpose in thy power ; 

Thy purpose firm is equal to the deed : 

Who does tiiie best his circumstance allows. 

Does well, acts nobly ; angels could no more. 

Our outward act, indeed, admits restraint ; 

Tis not in things, o'er thought to domineer. 

Guard wdl thy thought ; our thoughts are heard in Hea- 

On all-important Time, through eyery age, {yen. 
Though much, and warm, the wise haye urged ; the man 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 

" Vve lost a day'* the -priace who nobly cried, 

Had been an emperor without his crown ; 
Of Rome ? say, rather, lord of human race : 
He spoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So should all speak : so reason speaks m ail : 
From the soft whispers of that Grod in man, « 
Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly. 
For rescue from the blessing we possess ? 
Time the supreme !— Time is eternity ; 
Pregnant with all eternity can giye ; 
Pregpaant with all that msikes archangels eaSLt* 
Who murders time, he crushes in the birth 
A power ethereal, only not adored. 

Ah ! how unjust to nature, and himself. 
Is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent man ! 
Like children babbling nonsense in their sports. 
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We censure nature for a spaa too short : 

That span too riiort, we tax asledious too|^^^jikH«l^ 

Torture inyention, all expedients tire, ^^ 

To lash the lingering^ moments into speed. 

And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourselves. 

Art, brainless art ! our furious charioteer 

(For nature^s voice unstifled would recall,] 

Drives headlong towards the precipice of death ; 

Death, most our dread ; death, thus more dreadful 

Oh what a riddle of absurdity ! [made : 

Leisure is pain ; takes off our chariot wheels .* 

How heavily we drag the load of life ! 

Blest leisure is our curse : like that of Cain, 

It makes us wander ; wander earth around 

To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groaned 

The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 

We cry for mercy to the next amusement : 

The next amusement mortgages our £elds ; 

Slight joconvenience ! prisons hasdly frown, 

From hateful time if prisons set us free. 

Tet when death kindly tenders us reliei^ 

We call him cruel ; years to moments stmnk. 

Ages to years. The telescope is turned. 

To man^s false optics (from his folly ialse) 

Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings. 

And seems to creep, decr^it vfith his age : 

Behold him, when pafit by ; what then is seen, 

But hii broad pinions swifter than the winds ? 

And all mankind, in contradiction strong. 

Rueful, aghast ! cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy foes these errors, and these iUfS 
To nature jusl^ their eause and owe explore* 
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Not fihort Heaven's bounty, boundless our expense : 
X^ nigigfaid, patore ; men are prodigals. 
/AVe waste, not use, our time : we breathe, not live. 
Tmie wasted is existence, used is life ;^ 
And bare existence, man, to live ordainM, 
Wrings, and oppresses with enormous weight. 
And why ? since time was given for use, not waste, 
EnjoinM to fly ; with tempest, tide, and stars, 
To keep his speed, nor ever wait for man. 
Time's use was doomed a pleasure : waste, a pain ; 
That man might feel his error, if unseen : 
And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure ; 
Not, blundering, split on idleness for ease. 
y Life's cares are comforts ; such by Heaven designed : 
He that has none, must make them, or be wretched.^ 
Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The soul is on a rack ; the rack of rest, 
To souls most adverse ; action all their joy. 

Here then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds : 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fooL 
We rave, we wrestle with great nature's plan : 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart his will, shall contradict their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarrels with ourselves ; 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bosom-broils : 
We push time from us, and we wish him back ; 
Lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life ; 
Life we think long, and short ; death seek, and shun ; 
Body and soul, Uke peevish man and wife, 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here, 
How tasteless ! and how terrible, when gone ! 
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Gone ? thej ae'er go ; wh^ past, they haunt us BtiU : 
The spirit walks of erery day deceased ; 
Aad smUes an ongd, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death, aor life, delight us. If time past, 
And time possess^, both pain us, what can pleaM ? 
That which the Deity to please oidainM, 
Time used. The man who omiiecrates bis houn 
By vigorous effort, and an honest aim, 
At once he draws the sting of life and death : 
He walks with natraie ; and her paths are peace. 
Our eivor's ca«se and cure are seen : see next 
Timers nalure, origin, importance, speed ; 
And thy great gain from urging his oareerw-^ 
AU-sensMud man, because ttntouchM, unseen^ 
He looks on time as nothing.^Nothing else 
Is truly maa^s ; His lbrtuae^.-*'Time*s a god. 
Hajst thou ne^ heard of timers omnipotence f 
For, or against, wbat wonders can he do ! 
And will : to stand blank neuter he disdains. 
Not on those terms was Time (heairen^ strmger !) 
On his important embassy to man. [sent 

Lorenzo ! no : on the long^destined homr, 
From ereiiasting ages growing ripe, 
That memorable hour of wondrous birth, 
When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent, 
And big with nature, rising in his might, 
CallM forth creation (for then Time was bom,) 
By Godhead streaming through a thousand worlds ; 
Not on those terms, from the great days of hearen, 
From old eternity's mysterious orb, 
Was Time cut off, and cast beneath the ^es : 
The skies, wbich watch him in his new abode. 
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Measuring his motions by revolting spheres ; 

That horologe machinerj divine. 

Hours, da^s, and months, and years, his children, play, 

Like numerous wings, around him as he flies : 

Or rather, as unequal plumes, they^hape 

His ample pinions, swiift as darted flame. 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient rest, 

And join anew Eternity his sire ; 

In his immutability to nest. 

When worlds, that coimt his circles now, unhinged 

(Fate the loud signal sounding,) headlong rush 

To timeless night and chaos, whence they rose. 

Why spur the speedy ? Why with levities 
New-wing thy short, short day's too rapid flight 
Know'st thou, or what thou dost, or what is done ? 
Man flies from time, and time from man ; too soon 
In sad divorce this double flight must end : 
And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then 

Thy sports ? thy pomps ? ^I gprant thee, in a state 

Not unambitious ; in the ruffled shroud. 
Thy Parian tomVs triumphant arch beneath. 
Has death his fopperies ? Then well may life 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow shine. 

Ye well-array'd ! ye lilies of our land ! 
Ye lilies male ! who neither toil, nor spin, 
(As sister lilies might ;) if not so wise 
As Solomon, more sumptuous to the sight ! 
Ye delicate ! who nothkig can support, 
Yourselves most insupportable ! for whom 
The winter rose must blow, the sun put on 
A brighter beam in Leo ; silky-soft 
FaroniuB breathe still softer, or be chid ; 
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And other worlds send odours, sauce, and song, 

And robes, and notions, framed in foreign looms ! 

O ye LoRENzos of our age ! who deem 

One moment unamused, a miseiy 

Not made for feeble man ! who call aloud 

For erery bauble drivePd o'er by sense ; 

For rattles, and conceits of erery cast, 

For change of follies, and relays of joy, 

To drag you patient through the tedious length 

Of a short winter's day — say, sages ! say, 

Wit's oracles ! say, dreamers of gay dreams ! 

How will you weather an eternal night, 

Where such expedients fail ? 

O treacherous conscience ! while she seems to deep 
On rose and myrtle, luUM with Syren song ; 
While she seems, nodding o'er her chaige, to drop 
On headlong appetite the slacken'd rein, 
And give us up to licence, unrecall'd, 
Unmark'd ;--«ee, from behind her secret stand, 
The sly informer minutes every fault, 
And her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the gross act alone employs her pen : 
She reconnoitres fancy's airy band, 
A watchful foe ! the formidable spy. 
Listening, o'erhears the whispers of our camp; 
Our dawning purposes of heart explores. 
And steals our embryos of iniquity. 
As all-rapacious usurers conceal 
Their doomsday-book from all-consuming hein ; 
Thus, with indulgence most severe, she treats 
Ui spendthrifts of inestimable time ; 
Uxmoted, notes each moment misapplied ; 
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In leaves more durable than leaves of brass, 
Writes our whole histc»y : which death shall read 
In every pale delinquents private ear ; 
And judgment publish ; puWii^ to more worlds 
Than this ; and endless age in groans resoimd. 
Lorenzo, such that sleeper in thy breast ! 
Such is her slumber ; and her vengeance such, 
For slighted counsel ; such thy future peace ! 
And think^st thou still thou canst be wise too soon ? 

But why on Time so lavish is my song ? 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school, 
To teach her sons herself :#6ach night #6 dSe, 
Each mom are bom anew! each day, a lilis ! 
And shall we kill each day^ If triflhig kills, 
Sure vice must butcher. 6h what heaps of ^ki 
Cry out for vengeance on us ! Time destro^^^d 
Is suicide, where more than blood is spill* 
Time flies, death urges, knells call. Heaven ihviteft} 
Hell threatens : all exerts ; iu effort, all ; 
More than creation labours ! labours more? 
And is there in creation, what amidst 
This tumult universal, wing'd dispatch. 

And ardent energy,^8Upinely yawns ? ^ 

Man sleeps ; and man alone ; and man, whose ftte^ 
Fate irreversible, entire, extreme. 
Endless, hair-hung, breeze-shaken, o^er the gtdf 
A moment tremUes ; drops ! and man, fbr whom 
All else is in alarm ! man, the sole cause 
Of this surrounding storm ! and yet he sleeps. 
As the storm rock'd to rest.— Tliow years away! 
Throw empires, and be blameless. Moments seiz* 
Heaven's on their wing : a moment we may wisliy 
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When worids want wealth to bny. Bid day stand ftiU; 

Bid him drire back his car» and re-import 

This period past, re-gire the giren hour. 

Lorenzo, more than miracles we want : 

Lorenzo— Oh for yesterday to come ? 
Such is the langnage of the man awake; 

His ardour such, for what oppresses thee. 

And is his ardoar vain, Lorenzo ? No ; 

That more than miracle the gods indulge : 

To-day is yesterday returned ; return^ 

Full powerM to cancel, expiate, raise, adorn, 

And reinstate ns on the rock of peace. 

Let it not share its predecessor^ fate ; 

NoTf like its elder sisters^ die a fool. 

Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly off 

Fuliginous, and stain us deeper still ? 

Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 

More wretched for the clemencies of Hearen? 

Where riiall I find Him ? Angels ! tell me where 
You know him ; He is near you : point him oat: 
Shall I see glories beaming from his brow ? 
Or trace his footsteps by the rising flowers? 
Your golden wings, now horering o'er him, shed 
Protection ; now, are waring in applause 
To that blest son of foresight ! lord of fate ! 
That awful independent on To-morrow ! 
Who^e. work is done ; who triumphs in the past ; 
Whose yesterdays look backwards with a smile ; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly; 
That comm<»i, but opprobrious lot ! past hours, 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight. 
If folly bounds our prospect by the grare, 
4 
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iAll (edivig of ftitarity bemunVd ; 

All god-like passion for ete Aidls quencbCd ; 

All relish of realities expired ; 

Benounced all corresiRK^ence with the sMes ; 

Our freedom dhaonM ; quite wing^less <mrtleftite ; 

In sense dark-prisoned all that ovght to soar ; 

Prone to the <^ntre ; crawliag in the ^dost ; 

Dismounted ereiy great and glorious atfan ; 

Imbnited erery faculty divine ; 

Heart-buried in the rubbish of the worid. 

The world, that golf of souls, immdrlal soult^ 

Souls eleratey angelic, wingM with &re 

To reach the distant skies, and triumph thore 

On thrones, which shall* not mourn thear masters 

changed, 
Though we from earth ; eth«peal, tiiey that ^. 
Such veneration due, Oman,' to man. 

Who yenerate themselves, tiie Worid despise. 
For what, gay friend ! is this esdutcheoiiM world. 
Which hangs oat DisATH'in one eternal liight ! 
A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the slfireud 
Life^ little stage is a small raadnence. 
Inch-high the grave above, that home of man. 
Where dwells the multitude : we gase abound ; 
We read th^ir monuments $ we sigh ; and '#h^e 
We sigh, we sink ; and are what we d^kwed ; 
Lamentmgj or lamented^ all our lot ! 

Is death at cistance ^ No : he has^ been on theie ; 
And given sUre eiamest of his final blow. 
Those hours that lately smiied, where are they tKHw ? 
Pallid t6 thought, and-i^nstiy ! ddMm^, all drowned 
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In that great deefi, wbich nothini^ diiemlKifuet ! 
And, djingp, tbej bequeiytk'd thee smaJI r^siown. 
The rest are. on the mng : how ,fleet their fli^t ! 
Already. ha& the fatal train took fire : 
A moment^ and the world?« hlovr n np to thee 
The sun Ib darkneai, and the 8taj» ace dost 

rris greatly wise to talk with our past honr^^j 
And ask them, what report they bore to heaven ; 
And how they might hare borne iftore welcome newK. 
Their answers form what men experience call ; 
If wisdom^B friend, her best ; if not, worst foe. 
Oh reconcile them! Kind experience cries, 
" There's nothing here, but what as notjiing wei^^ : 
The more, our joy, the more we know it vaii;! ; 
And by success are tutorM to despair.^ 
Nor is it only thus, but most be so. 
Who knows not this, though grey, is still a child; 
Loose them from earth the gra^p of fond desire, 
Weigh anchor, and some happier clime explQisa. 

Art thou so moored thou canst not disengage. 
Nor g^ye thy thoughts a ply to future scenes f 
Since, by lif(^ passing breath, blown up from earth. 
Light, as the summer^ dust, we take in air 
A momenta giddy flight, and fall again; 
Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soil. 
And sleep, till earth herself shall be no more: 
Since-th^ (as emmets, their small world o'erthrowii) 
We, soreramazed, from opt eartl^s ruins qrawl. 
And rise to fate extrc«ae of foul or fair. 
As man's own choice (controller of the skies !) 
As manta despotic wiH, perhaps one hour, 
(Oh how omnipotent is time !) decrees^ 
Should not each waising giT« astrong alarm ? 
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Wamingf , far less than that of hoaom torn 
From bosom, bleeding^ o'er the sacred dead ! 
Should not each dial strike us as we pass. 
Portentous, as the written wall, which struck^ 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud Assyrian pale, 
Erewhile high-flush'd, witi insolence and wine ? 
Like that, the dial speaks ; and points to thee, 
liORENZo ! loth to break thy banquet up : 
(< O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; 
And, while it lasts, is emptier than my shade." 
Its silent language such : nor need'st thou call 
Thy Magi, to decipher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, fate is in thy walls : 
Post ask. How ! Whence ? Belshazzar like, amazed? 
Man's make encloses the sure seeds of death ; 
Life feeds the murderer : ingrate ! he thrires 
On her own meal, and then his nurse devouri. 

But here, Lorenzo, the delusicm lies ; 
That solar shadow, as it measures life. 
It life resembles too : life speeds away 
From point to point, though 9eeming to stand stilL 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth : 
Too subtle is the morement to be seen ; 
Tet soon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger ; g^nomons, time: 
As these are useless when the sun is set ; 
So those, but when more glorious reason chines. 
Reason should judge in all ; in reason'6 eye. 
That sedentary shadow travels hard. 
But such our gravitation to the wrong. 
So prone our hearts to whisper what we wiih, 
Tis later with the wise than he's aware. 
A WiLMmfOTON go^ slower than the sun *. 
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And all mankind mistake their time €i daj; 
£yen age itself. Fresh hopes are hourty aoim 
In furrowed brows. To gentle lifers descent 
We shut our eyes» and think it is a plain. 
We take fair days in winter, for the spring ; 
And torn our blessings into bane, ^iice oft 
Man must compute that age he cannot feel. 
He scarce believes heh oldisr for his yean. 
Thus, at hfeh latest ere, we keep in store 
One disappointment sore, to crown the rest; 
The disappointment of a promised hoar. 

On this, or similar. Philander ! then. 
Whose mind was moral, as the preacher^ tongae; 
JLnd strong to wield aU science, worth the name ; 
How often we talked down the snmmer^ft snn. 
And cooFd our passicms by the breezy stream ! 
How often thawM and shortened winter's ere, 
By conflict kind, that struck out latent truth, 
Be0t found, so sought ; to the recluse more coy ! 
Thou^ts disentangle passing o'er the lip ; 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, His thrown away, 
Or kept to tie-up nonsense for a song : 
Song, AuBhionably fruitless ; such as stains 
The fancy, and unhallowed passion fires ; 
Chiming her saints to Cytherea'k fane. 

KhowVt thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contams ? 
As bees mix'd nectar draw from fragrant flowers. 
So men from Friendship, wisdom and delight ; 
Twins tied by nature, if they part they die. 
Hast thou no fHend to set thy mind abroach ? 
Good sense will stagnate: thoughts shut up want air» 
And spoil, like bales unopen'd to the sun. 
4* 
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Had thought heen all, sweet speech had been denied ; 
Speech) Ihougbt^scanal ! speech, ^ught'sciiterion tcwl 
lliought in die mine, may come forth gold or dross ; 
When coin'd in words, we kaiow its real worth. 
If sterling, store it for tfay future use ; 
rTwill buy thee benefit; perhaps^ renown* 
Thoiight, too, deUverM, is the mere possess'd : 
Teaching, we learn ; and» gri^ing^ we retain 
The births of intellect ; when dumb^ foi^g;et. 
Speech rentUates our intdlectual fire : 
Speech burnishes our mental magazine; 
Brightens, or ornament ; and whets, for use* 
What numbers, riieathM in enkUtion, Ue,^ 
Plunged to tiie hUte in venerable tomes^ 
And rusted in ; who might hare borne an e^e» 
And played a spnghUy beam, if bom to speech; 
If bom bles^d heirs of htdf their mother's' tongue . 
rris thought's exchange ; whichy like th^altomate push 
Of waves eonfiictiag, breaks the learned scum, 
And defecates the student's standing pool. 

In eoBtemfdatioB is hi» proud resocunee ? 
n*is poor, as proud, by eonyerse unsustatnM. 
Rude thought nms wild ki contemplalien^s field : 
Converse, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due restraint ; and emulation's spur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals awed. 
Tis convene qualifies for scAitude ; 
As exercise, for salutary resti 
By that untutor'd, contemplation raves ; 
And nature's fool, by wisdom's is outdoiM 

Wisdom, tliough richer than Peruvmn mmety 
And sweeter than the sweet ambronal hive, 
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What 18 ^AaOy but the means of happiness ? 

That unobtained, than folly more a fool ; 

A melancholy fool, without her bells. 

Friendship, tibe means of wisdom, richly gives 

The precious endv which makes our wisdom wise. 

Nature*, in zeal.for human amity. 

Denies, or damps^ an undivided joy 

Joy is an import ; joy is an exchange ; 

Joy flies monopolists : it calls for two ; 

Rich fruit! Heaven-planted ! never pluck'd by one. 

Needful auxiliars ave our friends, to gi^e ■ 

To social man true relish oi himselt 

Full on ourselves, desc^iding in a line, 

Pleasure's bright beam is feeble in delight: 

Ddight intense, is taken by rebound ; 

Reverberated pleasures 6xe the breast. 

Celestial Happiness, whene'er she stoops 
To visit earth, one shrine the g^oddess findsy 
And one adeoe, to make her sweet amends 

For absent heaven ^the bosom of a friend ; 

Where heart meets heart, reciprocally soft, 

Each other's pillow to repose divine. 

Beware the counterfeit : in passion's flame 

Hearts melt ; but melt like ice, soon harder froae. 

True love strikes root in reason ; passion's foe : 

Virtue alone entenders us for life : 

I wrong her much— entenders us for ever. 

Of Friendship's fairest firuits, the fruit most fair 

Is virtue 1rii^l«»g at a rival fire, 

And. emulously, rapid in her race. 

O the soft enmity ! endearing strife ! 

This carries friendship to her noon-tide point* 

And gives the rivit of eternity. 
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From friendship, which outUres my former themes, 
Glorious sunriyor of old time and death ! 
From friendship, thus, that flower of hearenlj seed, 
The wise extract earth's most Hyhlean bliss, 
Superior wisdom, crowned with smiling jdy. 

But for whom blossoms this Elysian flower? 
Abroad they fiiid, who cherish it at home. 
Lorenzo ! pardon what my We extorts ; 
An honest love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of follies fiaisten on the great. 
None clings more obstinate, than fancy fond 
That sacred friendship is their easy prey; 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure. 
Or fascination of a high-bom smile. 
Their smiles, the g^reat, and the coquette, throw out 
For others' hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
And we no less of ours, when such the bait 
Te fortune's coflerers ! ye powers of wealth ! 
Can gold gain friendship ? Impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget 
Lire, and lave only, is the loan for lore. \ 
/' Lorenzo ! pride repress ; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has foxmd a friend in thee. 
All like the purchase ; few the price will pay i 
And this makes friends such miracles below. ) 

What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 
I show thee friendship delicate as dear, 
Of tender violations apt to die ? 
Reserve will wound it ; and distrust, destroy. 
Deliberate on all things with thy fnend. 
But since friends grow not thick on every bough. 
Nor every friend unrotten at the core ; 
Fint, on thy friend, deliberate with thyself: 
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Pause, ponder, sift ; not eager in the choice, 

Nor jealous of the chosen ; fixing, fix : 

Judge before friendship, then confide till death. 

Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far for thee : 

How gallant danger for earth's highest prize ! 
^^ fnend is worth all hazards we can run.) 

" Poor is the friendless master of a worid': 

A world in purchase for a friend n g^ain.^ 
So sung he (Angels hear that angel sing ! 

Angels from friendship gather half their joy :> 

So sung Philander, as his friend went round 

In the rich ichor, in the generous blood 

Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 

A brow solute, and ever-laughing eye. 

He drank long bealth, and virtue, to his friend ; 

His friend, who warmM him more, who more inspii*d. 
QF*riendship*ft the wine of life ;]^ut friendship new 

(Not such was his) is neither strong, nor pure. 

Oh for the bright complexion, cordial warmQi, 

And elevating spirit, of a firiead. 

For twenty summers ripening by my side ; 

All feculence of falsehood long thrown down ; 

All social virtues rising in his soul ; 

As crjTStal clear ; and smiling as they rise ! 

Here nectar flows : it sparkles in our sight ; 

Rich to the taste, and genuine from the heart 

High-flavour'd bliss for gods ! on earth how rare 

On earth how lost !— Philander is no mcMre. 
ThinkM thou the theme intoxicates my song ? 

Am I too wann ? — ^Too warm I cannot be. 

I loved him much ; but now I love him more. 

Like birds, whose beauties languish, half concea][?d9 

Till, mounted on the wing, their glossy plumes 



d by Google 



46 rsE coMPLAurr., nioht ii. 

Expanded sbine with aznre, ^reen, and gold ; 
How blessings brighten as they take their flight ! 
His flight PHiiiANDER took ; his upward flight, 
If erer soul ascended.. Had he dropp^ 
(That eagle genius !) O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew ; I then had wrote, 
What friends might flatter, prudent foes forbear; 
Hirals scarce damn ; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what lean, I must: it were profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the skies. 
And cast in shadows his illustrious close* 
Strange ! the theme most affecting, most sublime, 
Momentous most to man, should sleep unsung! 
And yet it sleeps, by. genius unawaked, 
Painim or Christian ; to the blush of wit 
Man^s highest triumph ! man's profoundest fall ! 
The death^bed of the just! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand ; it merits a diyine : 
Angels should paint it, angels erer there ; 
There, on a post of honour^ and of joy. 

Dare I presume, then ? But Philander bids ;, 

And gloryv tempts, and inclination caUs 

Yet am I struck ; a« struck the soul, beneath 
Aerial grores' impenetrable gloom ; 
Or, in some imghty ruin's solemn shade ; 
Or, gazinj^hy piale lamps on high-born dust. 
In vaults ; thin couists^ poor unflattcr'd kings ; 
Or, at iha midnight altar's hallow'd flame. 
It is religion to proceed: I pause:— 
And enter, awed, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his death-bed? No; it is his shrine: 
Behold him, there, just rising to a god. 

The chamber where the goodman meets his fate, 
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Is prif l]eg[^ heyoad the commoii walk 
• Of yirtaoog life^ quite in the rerge of heaven. 
Flj, ye profane! if not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the bleohog^, and adore the chance. 
That threw in this Betiie&da joor disease : 
If unrestored by this, despair yonr eoie: 
For here, resistless dononstration dwells; 
A death-bed'ft a detector of the heart. 
Here, tired dissimulation drops her mask ; 
Through Kfe'a grimace, that miirtress of the scene ! 
Here, real and apparent are the same. 
Tou-flee the man; you see his htM on hearen : 
If sound his Tirtne ; as PoiukNbBii^s, sonnd. 
Heaven waits not the last oioment ; owns her Ciiends 
On this side death ; and points tiicm out to men : 
A lectoce, silent, but of sovereign power ! 
To vice, conliisian ; and to virtue, peace. „ 

Whatever iarce the bqastful hero pdays, 
Virtue alone has majesty in death ; 
And greater scyi, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philandsk 1 he severely frown'd on thee. 
*< No waning given! Unceremonious fate ! 
A sudden rushfiiom lifers meridian joy ! 
A wrench from all we kve ! ftom all we are ! 
A restless bed of pain! a {^ttngeH>paque 
Beyond eenjeeture! feeble aatere^ dread! 
Strong reason's shudder at the dads xakDamnl 
A sun extingui6h'd! a jnst-openuig grave! 
And oh! the last, last« what? (can wioids gOEpreai^ 
Thought teach it ?) the bat— silMice of a friend !^ 
Where are those honors, that amasement T^re, 
This hideous group of ills (which singly shock) 
Demands from man!— I thought him man till now* 
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Through nature's wreck, througfh yanquishM agonies 
(Like the stars struggling through this midnight 

gloom,) 
What gleams of joy ! what more than human peace! 
Where the frail mortal ? the poor abject worm? 
No, not in death, the mortal to be found. 
His conduct is a legacy for all, 
Richer than Mammon's for his single heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin, 
With unreluctant grandeur, giVes, not pelds, 
His soul sublime ; and closes with his fate. 

How our hearts bumM within us at the scene ! 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to man ? 
His God sustains him in his final hour ! 
His final hour bringfs gflory to his God ! 
Man's glory heaven vouchsafes to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep ; mixM tears of grief and joy ! 
Amazement strikes ! devotion bursts to flame ! 
Christians adore ! and infidels believe ! 

As some tall tower, or lofty mountainous brow, 
Detains the sun, illustrious from its height ; 
While rising vapours, and descending shades. 
With damps, and darkness, drown the spacious vale, 
Undamp'd by doubt, undaricen'd by despair, 
Philandbr, thus, augustly rears his head, 
At that black hour, which general horror rtieds 
On the low level of the inglorious throng : 
^ Sweet peace, and heavenly hope, and hnmble joy, * 
Divinely beam on his exalted soul , 
Destruction g^, and crown him for the skies, 
With inccnnmunicable lustre, bright 



d by Google 



d by Google 



What ooxdd I do? what fuccourPwhat refource/ 
V&th. pious sacriledg-e a grave I stole, 
"With impious piety that grave I wrong- d; 
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TO 
HSR GRACE THJB PUCHS88 OF P-* 



IgaotMBlft qmdem, tcirent n ifnotcere mtneg. " Vh^t 



From dreams, where tiionght in fancy % maze rons madi 
To reason, that hearen-ligiited lamp in man, 
Once mbie I wake ; and at the destined honr, 
PuDCtdftl^iu brers to the moment sworn, 
I keep my a8sigp[iation with my woe. 

OI lost to yirtae, lost to manly thoiig;lit9 
Ixwt to the noUe sallies of the soul ! 
Who think it scditade to be alone. 
Commiuuon sweet ! commnnion large and high I 
Our leason, gaardian angel, and oar God ! 
Then nearest these, when others most remote • 
And all, ere long, shall be remote, bnt these. 
How dreadfol, then, to meet them all alone, 
A stranger! uiacknoi^edged ! nnapproyed! 
Now woo them ; wed them ; bind tiiem to fliy breasts 
To win thy wish, creation has no more. 
5 
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Or if we wish a fourth, it is a friend. 

But friends, how mortal ! dangerous the desire. 

Take Phobbus to yourselves, ye hasking hards ! 
Inehriate at fair fortuned fountain-head ; 
And reeling through the wilderness of joy; 
Where sense runs savage, hroke from reason^s chaiuy 
And sings false peace, till smotherM hy the pall. 
My fortune is unlike ; unlike my song ; 
Unlike the deity my song invokes. 
I to Day's soft-eyed sister pay my court, 
(ExfDTMioN^s rival ! ) and her aid implore ; 
Now first implored in succour to the muse. 

Thou, who didst lately horrow '*' Cynthia's form, 
And modestly forego thme own ! O thou, 
Who didst thyself, at midnight hours, inspire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia patroness of song? 
As thou her crescent, she thy character. 
Assumes ; still more a goddess hy the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare dispute 
This revolution in the world inspired ? 
Ye train Pierian ! to the lunar sphere, 
In sflent hour, address your ardent call 
For aid immortal : less her brother's right. 
She, with the spheres harmomous, n^htiy leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchless strain ; 
A strain for gods, denied to mortal ear. 
Transmit it heard, thou silver queen of Heaven ! 
What title, or what name, endears tl^ee most? 
Cynthia ! Cyllenb ! Phcebs !— or dost hear 
With higher gust, feir P t> of the skies ! 

• At the Duke of Norfolk^ matqaenide. 
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Is that the soft enchantment calk thee dcYwn, 

More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 

Come ; but from heavenly banquets with thee brings 

The soul of song, and wldsper in mine ear 

The theft divine ; (mt in propitious dreams 

(For dreams are thine) transfuse it through the breast 

Of thy first votary ^but not thy last; 

If, like thy namesake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be ; kind on such a theme ; 
A theme so like thee, a quite lunar theme. 
Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A theme that rose all pale, and told my soul 
^Twas night ; on her fond hopes perpetual night ; 
A night which struck a damp, a deadlier damp. 
Than that which smote me from Philamds&^s toinb* 
Nailcissa follows, ere his tomb is closed. 
Woes cluster; rare are solitaiy woes ; 
They love a train, they tread eac^ other'b he^ : 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that started from my lids for him ; 
Seizes the faithless, alienated tear ; 
Or shares it, ere it falls. So firequ^&t death, 
Sorrow he more than causes, he confounds ; 
For human sighs his rival strokes c<mtend^ 
And make distress, distraction* O Phil andxr I . 
What was thy fate ? A double fate to me ; 
Portent, and pain ! a meBace» and a blow ! 
Like the black raven hovering o^r my peace ; 
Not less a bird of omen, than of prey. 
It callM Narcissa long before her hour; 
It called her tender soul, by break of bliss. 
From the first blosscnn, from the buds of joy ; 
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Those few oar noxious fktc ttflbtosted letres 
In this incleinent clime of hntnan lifo« 

Sweet himnovist ! and beontifttl as sweet ! 
And young as beantiftil ! and soft as yotmit • 
And g^y as soft ! and innocent as gay ! 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good t 
For fortune fond had buitt her nest on high. 
Like birds quite exquisite of note and plume, 
TransfixM by fate (who loves a lofty mark,) 
How from the summit of the grores he fell, 
And left it unliarmonious ! aU its charms 
ExtinguishM in the wonders of her song! 
Her song still vibrates in my ravishM ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
{Ok to foiget her!) thrilling through my heart ! 

Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy, this group 
Of bright ideas, flowers of paradise. 
As yet unforfeit I in one blaaie we bind, 
Kn^eil, and present it to the skies ; as all 
We guess of Heaven : and these were aU her own. 
And she was mine ; and I was^was !— most blessM-^ 
Gay title of the deepest misery ! 
As bodies grow more ponderous, robbM of life : 
Good lost weighs more in grief, than, gainVI, in joy. 
Like blossomM trees o'ertumM by vernal storm, 
liovely in death the beauteous ruin lay : 
And if in death still lovely, lovelier there ; 
Far lovelier ! pity swells the tide of love. 
And will not the severe excuse a sigh ? 
Scorn the proud roan that is ashamed to weep ! 
Our tears indulged indeed deserve our shame. 
Te that e'er lost an angel! pity me. 
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Soon as the lustre lang^ish^d in hev ejr6, 
Dawning^ a dimmer day on human sight ; 
And on her cheek, the residence of npiiag^ 
Pale omen sat ; and scattered fears around 
On all that saw (and who would cease to gtse. 
That once had seen ?] With haste, parental haste. 
I flew, I snatched her from the rigid nordi. 
Her natire bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
Ahd bore her pearer to the sun ; the sun 
(As if the sun could earj) check'd his beam. 
Denied his wonted succour ; nor with more 
Reg^t beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies ; fairest lilies, not so fair ! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial liyes ; 
In mom and eyening dew your beauties bathe» 
And drink the sun ; which gives your cheeks to glow. 
And out-blush (mine excepted) every fair; 
You gladlier ^prew, ambitious of her hand, 
Which often cropp^ your odours, incense meet 
To thought so pure! Te loyely fugitives ! 
Coeval race with man ! for man you smile ; ^ 
Why not smile at him too ? Tou share indeed 
His sudden pass ! but not his constant pain. 

So man is made, nought ministers delight, 
But what his glowing passions can engage : 
And glowing passions, bent on aught below, 
Must, soon or late, with anguish turn the scale; 
And anguish, after rapture, how severe ! 
Rapture ? Bold man ! who tempts the wrath divme. 
By plucking fruit denied to mortal taste : 
While here, presuming on the rights of Heaven* 
6 * 
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For transport dost thoa call on every hoar, 
LoBXNZo ? At thjr friend^ expense be wise : 
Lean not on earth ; *twiU pierce thee to the heart; 
A broken reed, at best; but, oft, a spear ; 
On its sharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 

Tom, hopeless thought ! torn finom her .••^Thought 
Resenting rallies, and wakes erery woe. [repelPd 
Snatch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hoar ! 
And when kmd fortune, with thy Wer, smiled ! 
And when high'-flayour'd thy fresh opening joys ! 
And when blind man pronounced thy bliss complete ! 
And on a foreign shore ! wbst^ strangers wept ! 
Strangers to thee ; and, more surprising still, 
Strangers to kindness, wept : their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears *, strange tears ! that trickled down 
From mii^le hearts ! obdurate tenderness ! 
A tenderness that callM them more serere; 
In spite of nature^ soft persuasion, steePd ; 
While nature melted, superstition rared ; 
That moum^ the dead; and tiiis denied a graye. 

Their sighs incensed ; sighs foreign to the will ! 
Their will the tiger suckM, outraged the stonn. 
For oh! the cursed ungodliness of zeal! 
While sinftd flesh rdented, spirit nursed 
In blind inftdlibility^ embrace, 
The sainted tfirit petrified the breast ; 
Denied the charity of diKt, to spread 
O^erdusti a charity their dogs enjoy. 
What could I do ? what succour? what resoiiroe f 
With {nous sacrilege, a grave I stole ; 
With impious piety, that grave I wrong^; 
Short in my duty; coward in my grief! 
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More like her murderer, than Iriend, I crq;>ty 
With soft-suspended step, and, muffled deep 
In midnight darimess, whisper'd my last sigh. 
I whisperVl what shonld echo through their realnn i 
Nor writ her name, whose tomb ^ould pierce the skiet. 
Presumptuous fear ! how durst I dread her foes, 
While nature's loudest dictates I obe jM P 
Pardon necessity, blessed shade! of grief 
And indignation n'Fal bursts I poured : 
Half execration mingled with mj prayer; 
Kindled at man, while I his God adored; 
Sore gpruged the aarage land her sacred dust; 
StampM the cursed toil ; and, with humanity 
Denied Nakcissa, wish'd them all a grave. 

Glows my resentment into g^uilt? What g^ult 
Can equal violations of the dead? 
The dead how sacred ! Sacred is the dust 
Of this Heavoi-liboiir'd form, erect, divine ! 
This Heaven-assumed majestic robe of earth 
He ddgn*^ to wear, who hung the vast expanse 
With azure bright, and clothed the son in gold. 
When every passion sleeps that can dfend ; 
When strikes us every motive that can mdt; 
When man can wreak his rancour unoontroUMi 
That strongest curb on insult and ill-will ; 
Then, spleen to dust ? the dust of innocence f 
An angels dust ? — This Lucifer transcends : 
When he contended f<Hr the patriarch^ bones, 
rrwas not the strife of malice, but of pride ; 
The strife of pontiff pride, not pontiff galL 

Far less tham this is shocking in a race 
Moeft wretched, bat from streams of mutual loves 
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And uncreated, but for love diviue ; 
And, but for love diyine, this moment, lost, 
By fate resorVd, and sunk in endless night. 
Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 
Most horrid ! 'mid stupendous, highly strange ! 
Tet oft his courtesies are smootl^er wrongs ; 
Pride brandishes the favours he confers, 
And contumelious his humanity : 
What then his yengeance ? Hear it not, ye stars I 
And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the sound ; 
Man is to man the sorest, surest ill. 
A previous blast foretells the rising storm; 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fedl ; 
Volcanoes bellow ere they disembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws deyour; 
And smoke betrays the wide-consuming fire : 
Ruin from man is most concealed when near, 
And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the fli^t of fancy ? Would it were ! 
Heaven^ Sovereign sares all beings, but himself^ 
That hideous sight, a naked human heart 

Fired is the nrase? And let the muse be fired : 
Who not inflamed, when what he speaks, he feelf» 
And in the nerve most tender, in his friends f 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his ioea; 
He felt the truths I sing, and I in him. 
But he, nor I, feel more : past ills, Narcissa ! 
Are sunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart ! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 
Pangs numerous, as the numerous ills that swann'd 
O'er thy distinguished fate, and, clustering there 
Thick ai the locusts on the land of NUe, 
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Made desth more deadly^ and more dark the grmre. 

Reflect (if not foi^pot my toochin^ tale) 

Hoff was each circmnstanee wRb aspics vnM ? 

Aa aspic each I and aH, an Hydra woe ; 

What strong Hercnlean virtne could suffice ?— *— 

Or is it virtue to be conquerM here? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews ; 

And each tear mourns its own distinct distress; 

And each distress, distinctly monmM, demands 

Of gprief still more, as heighten^ by the whole. 

A grief like this, proprietors excludes : 

Not friends alone such obsequies defrfore ; 

They make mankind the mourner ; carry sighs 

Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way ; 

And turn the gayest thought of gayest age, 

Dowi> their right channel, through the rale of death* 

The rale of death I that husfaM Cimmerian vale, 
Where darkness, brooding o'er unfinishM fates, 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day !) that interdicts all fotnre change ! 
That subterranean world, that land of ruin! 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought ! 
There let my thought expatiate, and explore 
Balsamic truths, and healing sentiments ; 
Of all most wanted, and most welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo'^ sake, and for thy own. 
My soul ! ** The fruits of dying friends survey ; 
Expose the vain of life : weigh life and death ; 
Giv^e death his eulogy ; thy fear subdue ; 
And labour that first palm of noble minds, 
A manly scorn of terror from the tomb.'' 

This harvest reap from thy Narcissa'K grave. 
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As poets feignM, from Ajax's streammg blood 
Arose, with grief inscribedy a mournful flower; 
Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 
And first, of dying friends ; what fruit from these ? 
It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 
To chase our thoughtlessness, fear, pride, and guik. 

Our dying fri^ids come o'er us like a cloud, 
To damp our brainless ardours ; and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wise. 
Our dyind friends are pioneers, to smooth 
Our rugged pass to death ; to break those bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 
Cross our obstructed way ; and, thus to make 
Welcome, as safe, our port from every storm. _ 
£ach friend by fat^ snatched from us, is a plume 
Plucked from the wing of human vanity, 
Which makes us stoop from our aerial heights^ 
And, dampM with omen of our own decease, 
On drooping pinions of ambition lowered. 
Just skim earths surface, ere we break it up ; 
O'er putrid earth to scratch a little dust. 
And save the worid a nuisance. Smitten friends 
Are angels sent on errands full of love; 
For us they languish, and for us they die : 
And shall they languish, shall they die, in vain ? 
Ungrateful, shall we g^eve their hovering shades 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 
Shall we disdain their silent, soft address ; 
Their posthumous advice, and pious prayer? 
Senseless, as herds that g^raze their hallow'd graves. 
Tread under foot their agonies and gpnoans ; 
Frustrate their anguish, and destroy their deaths? 
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liOBXKZo ! no ; the thought of death indulge ; 
Give it its wholesome empire ! let it reign, 
That kind chastiser of thy soul in joy ! 
Its reign will spread thy glorious conquests far, 
And still the tumults of thy ruffled breast : 
Auspicious era ! golden days, begin ! 
The thought of death shall, like a god, inspire. 
And why not think of death ? Is life the theme 
Of every thpught ? and wish of every hour? 
And song of every joy ? Surprising truth ! 
The beaten spani^^ fondness not so strange. 
To wave the numerous ills that seize on life 
As their own property, their lawfVil prey ; 
Ere man has measured half his weary stage, 
His luxuries have left him no reserve, 
Mo maiden relishes, unbroach^d delights ; 
On cold-served repetitions he subsists. 
And in the tasteless present chews the past; 
Disgusted chews, and scarce can swallow down. 
Like lavish ancestors, his earlier years 
Have disinherited his future hours. 
Which starve on orts, and glean their fonner field. 

Live ever here, Loricnzo ? — shecking thought ! 
So shocking, they who wish, disown it too ; 
Disown from shame, what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor see the light ? 
For what live ever here ? — With labouring step 
To tread our former footsteps P pace the round 
Eternal? to climb life% worn, heavy wheel. 
Which draws up nothing new ? to beat, and beat, 
The beaten track ? to bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? to surfeit on the same 
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And jairnonr joys? or ths^ si wmtfiy 
For change, though sad ? to s^e what we \m^9 lefiD? 
Hear, till unheard, the «ame <^ slahber'd tele/ 
To taste the ta&ted, and at each return 
Less tasteful ? o'er our palate^ io dee^Qt 
Another vintage ? strain a flat;ter year^ 
Through Iqaded vessels, ai4 a laxer t^ne ? 
Crazy machines to grind earth^s wast^ fpiuts t 
ni-grouud, and worse concocted ! load, so^ life I 
The rational HquX kennels of excess ! 
8till-streanung thoroughfares of dull debaiu^ ! 
Tremhling ea^h gulp, lest death should snatch tJi^ lbow|. 

Such of our fine ones b the wish refined I 
So would they have it : elegant desire ! 
Why not invite the bellowi^ stalls, and wil4s ^ 
But such examples jaoight their not awe. 
Through want of virtue, tiiat is, want of tho^glit 
(Though OQ bright thought thteyfather all their fiigfits,} 
To what are they reduced ? To love, and hate, 
The same vain world ; to cepsure, ^d espouse, 
Thi^ painted shrew of life, w|k> calls them £odL 
Each momeuit of each da^ ; to flatter bad 
Through di»ad of worse ; to ah^ to ^Gm r^de iP<^» 
Barren, to thenoi, of good, and ^harp with ills. 
And hourly blaclien'd wkh impending stoime. 
And infamous for w^recks of human hope-r — r- 
Scared at l^e gloomy gi^^ that yawJ^ bje$i;^ea^4 
Such are thejbr triun^>h8 ! such their pangs of j^ ! 

>Tis time, high time^ to j^hift Uus disma} scepe. 
This hugged) tUis hideous static, what art ^^n c|U^ ? 
One only ; but that .one, what tfi may reach ; 
Ti»TUB—«^> WQDder-workiog goddess ! charms 
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That rock to bloom ; and tames the painted shreir ; 
And, what will more surprise, Lorenzo ! gives 
To life's sick, nauseous iteration, change ; 
And straightens nature's circle to a line. 
Believ'st thou this, Lorenzo ? Lend an ear, 
A patient ear ; ^ou'lt blush to disbelieye. 

A languid, leaden iteration reig^. 
And ever must, o'er those whose joys are joys 
Of sight, smell, taste : the cuckow-seasons sing 
The same dull note to such as nothing prize. 
But what those seasons, from the teeming earth, 
To doting sense indulge. But nobler mindB, 
Which relish fruits unripen'd by the sun. 
Make their days various ; yarious as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 
On minds of dove-like innocence possess'd. 
On lighten'd minds, that bask in virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In that for which they long, for which they live. 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope^ 
Each rising morning sees still higher rise ; 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty presents 
To worth maturing, new strong^, lustre, fame ; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 
Boiling beneath their 4llevated aims. 
Makes their fair prospect fairer every hour ; 
Advancing virtue, in a line to bliss ; 
Virtue, which Christian motives best inspire ! 
And bliss, which Christian schemes alone ensure ! 

And shall we then, for virtue's sake, commence 
Apostates P and turn infidels for joy? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but few^ trust, 
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<' He S108 a^ruiift this life, who sligiits the Bext*> 

What is thit life? How few their favourite knoir ! 

Fond in the dark, and blmd in oar emhnce, 

Bj passionatefy Um^ life, we make 

Loved life nnlovi^; hugpBg her to death. 

We give to time eternity^ regaid ; 

And, dreaming, take our passage for our port 

Life has no value a» an end, hut means ; 

An end, deplorable ! a means, divine ! 

When His our all, tis nothing^ worse tiian nought; 

A nest of pains ; when held as nothing, much : 

Like smne feir humorists, life is most enjoyed 

When courted least ; most irorth, when disesteemM : 

Then His tiie seat of comfort, rich in peace ; 

In prospect richer far; important! awM! 

Not to be mentionM, but with shouts of praise I 

Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy ! 

The mighty basis of eternal bliss ! 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted shrew " 
Where now, Lorenzo ! h£eH eternal round ? 
Have I not made my triple prmnise good ? 
Vain is the wortd ; but (mly to the vain. 
To what compare we then this varying scene. 
Whose worth ambiguous rises, and declines f 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In all piepitious, night 
Assists me here.) Compare it to the moon ; 
Dark in herself, and indigent ; but rich 
In borrowM lustre firom a higher sphere. 
When gross guilt interposes, labouring earth, 
O'ershadowM, mourns a deep eclipse of joy ; 
Her joys, at brightest, pallid, to that font 
Of full effulgent gloxy> whence ttiey flom 
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Ndr if thfttgkiy distant: OLossMSo! 
Agfoodmaa«aBdaB«Bgei! these between. 
How thin t^ barrier! What dirides tibeir fate ? 
PeiiMpfl a ttomeiit, or perhaps a year, 
Or, if an age, it is a moment still ; 
A moment, or etemitj^ foi|^ 
Then be, what once they were, who now are gods ; 
Be what PHiiiANDCn was, and claim the skies* 
Starts timid natore at the gloomy pass ? 
The soft transition call it ; and be cheer'd : 
Such it is often, and why not to tiiee ? 
To hope the best, is pious, brare, and wise ; 
And may itself procure, what it presnmes. 
Life is much flatter^, death is mnch traduced ; 
Compare the rirals, and the kinder crown. 
« Strange oonqietition !" — True, LonEifzo ! strange ! 
So little life can cast into the scale. 

Life makes the soul dependent on the dust ; 
Death gives her wings to mount aboYe the spheres. 
Through chinks, styled oiigans, dim life peeps at light : 
Death bursts iJb? invdying cloud, and all is day ; 
All eye, all ear, the disembodied power. 
Death has feign^ eyils, nature sl^iill oot feel ; 
Life, ills substantial, wisdom cannot shun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that son of hearen ! 
By tyrant life d^roned, imprison^, pain^? 
By death enlarged, ennobled, deified ? 
Death but entombs the body ; life the souL 

« Is death then guiltless ? How he maiks his way 
With dreadful waste of what deserves to shine ! 
Art, genius, fortune, elerated power! 
With Tariovs Ivstres these U|^t up the worid, 
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Which death puts out, and darkeng human race.** 

I grant, Lorenzo ! this indictnient just : 

The sage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 

Death humbles these ; more barbarous hfe, the man. 

Life is the triumph of our mouMering clay; 

Death, of the spirit infinite ! diyine ! 

Death has no dread, but what frail life imparts ; 

Nor life true joy, but what kind death implnoyes. 

No bliss has life to boast, till death can give 

Far grater ; life's a debtor to the grare, 

Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 

Lorenzo ! blush at fondness for a life. 
Which sends celestial souls on errands rile. 
To cater for the sense ; and serre at boards, 
Where erery ranger of the wilds, peihapa 
£ach reptile, jusUy claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feast ! a soul, a soul immortal. 
In all the dainties of a brute bemired ! 
LorKnzo ! blush, at terror for a death. 
Which glides thee to repose in festire bowers, 
Where nectars sparkle, angels minister. 
And more than angels share, and raise, and crown, 
And eternize, the birth, bloom, bursts of bliss. 
What need I more ? O death, the palm is thine. 

Then welcome, death ! thy dreaded harbingers. 
Age and disease ; disease, though long my guest; 
That plucks my nerres, those tender strings of life : 
Which, pluck'd a little more, will toll the bell, 
That calls my few friends to my funeral ; 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear. 
While reason and rdigion, better taught. 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tixmb 
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With WBtatit tfJHmphwit 0MtliisTielirf; 
It binds kkciftitti the mgiag illU'Of life : 
Lost ud taMtimk^ wvatb Md iifirioe» 
DnqpsM «t hUduoriot-wbeety api^bmd bk povtr* 
That ill8 c o ti ot ifre , caret MiqKwtiiBat^ 
Are not iminortal toov O deirtb ! kAise. 
Our day of attointtoar imvm it right ; 
^Tis onr great pagr-daj; His otr bavfeit, rich 
And ripe : what though tbe skide, aoraethnea hma^ 
Just scan w aa we reap fhe gotdea grain? 
More than thy bahn, O Gilead ! heals the wound. 
Births feeble ciy, and deaths deep dismal gproan. 
Are slender tributes kw-taxM nature pa3r8 
For mighty gain : the gain of each, a life ! 
But oh ! the last the former so transcends. 
Life dies, compared ; life lives beyond the grave. 

And fed I, death ! no joy from thought of thee? 
Death, the great counsellor, who man inspires 
With every nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 
Death, the deliverer, who rescues man ! 
Death, the rewarder, who the rescued crowns! 
Death, that absolves my birth ; a curse without it ! 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares. 
Toils, virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ! 
Death, of all pain the period, not of joy : 
Joy^s source, and subject, still subsist unhurt , 
One, in my soul ; and one, in her great Sire ; 
Though the four winds were warring for my dust 
Tes, and from winds, and waves, and central night, 
Though pnson'd there, my dust too I reclaim 
(To dust when drop proud nature% proudest spheres,) 
And live entire. Death is the crown of life : 
6* 
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Were death denied, poor man would lire in rain ; 
Were death denied, to liye would not be life ; 
Were death denied, eren fools would wish to die. 
Death wounds to cure : we fall ; we rise ; we reign I 
Spring from our fetters ; fasten in the skies ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our sight : 
Death g^yes us more than was in Eklen lost- 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When shall I die to vanity, pain, death f 
When shall I die ? — ^When diall I liye for erer? 
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Poor human ruriis tottering o'er the crave! 
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NIGHT THE FOURTH, 

THE 

CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH: 

CONTAINHYG 

OUIt ONL.T CT7ILE FOR THE FEAR OF DEATH, AMD 

PROPER SENTIMENTS OF HEART ON THAT 

INTERESTING BLESSING. 



TO.TH£ HONORABLE MR. Y0RKI2. 



A MITCH indebted muse, O Yorke ! intrades. 
Amid the smiles of fortune, and of youth, 
Thine ear is patient of a serious song*. 
How deep implanted in the breast of man 
The dread of death ! I eing its soyereigni cure. 

yfkj start at death ! Where is he ? Death arrired. 
Is past ; not come, or ^ne, he's never here. 
Ere hope, sensation fails ; black-boding man 
Receives, not suffers, deaths tremendous blow. 

The knell, the shroud, the mattock, and the grave ; 

The deep damp vault, the darkness, and the worm ; 

These are the bugbears of a winter's eve, 

The terrors of the living, not the dead. 

Imaginatidn's fool, and error's wretch, 

Man makes a death, which nature never made ; 

Then on the point of his own fency falls ; 

And feels a thousand deaths, in fearing one. 
But were death frightful, what has age to fearr 

If prudent, age should meet the friendly foe, 
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And shelter in his hospitable g^loom. 

1 scarce caa meet a mommient, but heldt 

My younger ; every date cries-^" Come away." 

And what recalls me ? Look the world around, 

And tell me what : the wisest caaiiDt ixXL 

Should any bom <^ woman gire his thought 

Full rang^, on just dtsHke^s unbounded field ; 

Of thingS) the yanity ; of men, the ftacwn ; 

Flaws in the best ; the rnai^, flaw alt o'er ; 

As leopards, spotted, or, as Ethiops, dark ; 

Vivacious ill ; good dying immature ; 

(How immature, Nahcissa^s marble tdk ! 

And at his death bequeathing endless pain ; 

His heart, though bold, would sicken at the sight 

And spend itself in sighs ior fiiture soenas. 

But grant to life (and just it is to gpraat 
To lucky life) some perquisites ef joy ;. 
A time there is, when, like a thrioe-told tale^ 
Long-rifled life of sweet can yield no morei 
But, from our comment on the comedy,. 
Pleasing reflections on parts welLsustainMy 
Or purposed emendataons iHiere we failed; 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe^ 
Toss fortune back her tinsel, and her piumc, 
And drop this made of flesh behind the scene* 
With me, that time is come ; my world is dead; 
A new world rises, and new manners reign; 
Foreign comedians, a spruce band ! arrive, 
To push me from the scene, or hiss me there. 
What a pert race starts up ! the strangers gaze. 
And I at them< my neighbour is unknown: 
Nor that the worst : ah me! the dire edSGect 
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Of loitenngp here, of death defraud^ long^; 
Of old so g^rackms (and let that suffice,] 
My yeiy master knows me not 

Shall I dare say, peculiar is the fate ? 
Vre heen so long remember'd, I^ forgot 
An object erer pressing dims the sight. 
And ludes behind its ardour to be seen. 
When in his courtiers^ ears I pour my plaint. 
They drink it as the nectar of the great; 
And squeeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow* 
Refusal ! canst thou wear a smoother form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme : 
Who cheapens life, abates the fear of dea^. 
Twice UM the period spent on stubborn Troy, 
Court favour, yet untaken, I besiege ; 
Ambition's ill-judged effort to be rich. 
Alas ! ambition makes my little, less ; 
Imbitteriog the possessed : why wish formore ? 
Wishing, of all employments, is the worst ; 
Philosophy^ reverse, and hesdth's decay ! 
Were I as plump as stallM theology, 
Wishing would waste me to this shade again. 
Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea dream 
Widiing is an expedient to be poor. 
Wishing, that constant hectic of a fool ; 
Caught at a court ; purged aS by purer air, 
And simpler diet ; f^fts of rural life ! 

BlessM be that hand divine, which gently hid 
My heart at rest, beneath this humble shed. 
The worlds a stately bai^, on dangerous seas^ 
With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril ; 
Here, on a single plank, thrown safe ashore, 
I hear the tumult of the distant throng, 
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As that of seas rmnote, or dyini: stonm ! 
And meditate on soenes more nksat still ; 
Pursue my theme» and fight the £Bar of death. 
Here, like a shqpherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on bis staff, 
Eager ambition^ fiery chase I see ; 
I see the circling hunt of noisy m^i, 
Burst law's enclosure, leap the mounds of ngbft» 
Pursuing, and pursued, each other's prey; 
As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox^ for wiles ; 
Till death, that mighty hunter, earths them alL 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour? 
What though we wade in wealth, or soar in fame ? 
Earth's highest station ends in, ** Here he lies :** 
And " Dust to dust" concludes bar noblest song. 
If this song lives, posterity ^all know 
One, though in Britain bom, with <»Mirtiers bred, 
Who thought even gold might come a day too late ; 
Nor on his subtle death-bed fdannVl his scheme 
For future vacancies in church or state ; 

Some avocation deeming it ^to die, 

Unbit by rage canine of dying rich ; 

Guilt's blunder ! and the loudest laugh of hell. 

O my coevals : remnants of yourselves ! 
Poor human rums, tottering o'er the grave I 
Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees, 
Strike deeper their vile root, and closer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched soil ? 
Shall our pale, wither'd hands, be still stretch'd out. 
Trembling, at ODce, with eagerness and age ? 
With avarice, and oonvuliioiis, graspmg hard ? 
Grasping at air! for what hat earth beside P 
Man wants but little ; nor that little, long : 
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Haw 800Q must he reeigahis rery duflt^ 
Wldch frogal natttre leat him lor an heiyr * 
ITean anezperieoeed vue^ on Bmrnefoofi iU/i ; 
And soon as man, expert finom time, has fiNmd 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this Yale of years I backward look» 
And miss such numbers, nwnhers too oC sach^ 
Firmer in health, and gceener in their age, 
And stricter on their guard, and fitter far 
To play lifers subtle game, I scarce belieTe 
I still sunriye : and am I fond of life, 
Who scarce can thmk it possible, I Ure ? 
Alive by nttrade I or, what is next, 
Alive by Msad ! if I am still alive. 
Who long have Imried what gives life to Uve» 
Firmness of neive, and eneigy of thought* 
Life's lee is not more shallow, than impure. 
And vapid; sense and reason show the door. 
Call for my bier, and point me to the dust 

O thou great Arbiter of life and death ! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun ! 
Whose all-prolific beam late called me ftartb 
From darkness, teeming darkness, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The dust I tread on, high to bear my brow. 
To drink the spirit of the golden day. 
And triumph in existence ; and couldst know 
No motive, but my bliss ; and hasi oidain'd 
A rise in blessing ! with the patriarch's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown : 
I trust in Thee, and know in whom I trust*; 
Or life, or death, is equal ; neither weighs : 
All weight in this— O let me live to Thee I 



d by Google 



72 YHfi 0<MIIPt,AllfT. NICHT !▼• 

Though nature^s terrors, thus, may be repressVl ; 
Still frowns g^rim death ; guilt points the tyrant's spear. 
And whence all human g^ilt ? From death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I set at nought the swarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew ; 
And smiled, unsmitten : small my cause to smile ! 
Death's admonitions, like shafts upward shot. 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 
They strike our hearts, the deeper is their wound. 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it stings 
Who can appease its anguish ? How it bums ! 
What hand the barVd, envenom'd thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace ; 
And turn my sight undaunted on the tomb ? 

With joy, — ^with gp^ef that healing hand I see ; 
Ah ! too conspicuous ! it is fix'd on high. 
On high ? — ^What means my. frenzy ? I blaspheme : 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath the skies ! 
The skies it formed ; and now it bleeds for me— 
But bleeds the balm I want— yet still it bleeds. 
Draw the dire steel — Ah no ! the dreadful blessing 
What heart or can sustain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope ; that nail supports 
The falling universe : that gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the dismal wish 
Creation had been smothered in her births- 
Darkness his curtain, and his bed the dust ; 
When stars and sun are dust beneath his throne I 
In heaven itself can such indulgence dwell ? 
Oh what a groan was there ! a gpnoan not His. 
He seized our dreadful right ; the load sustained , 
And heaved the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thousand worlds^ so bought, were bought too detri 
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Sensations new in ai^^«lB' boaoMS rise ; 

Suspend their son^, and make a pavse in btiss* 

Oh for their Mog^ to reach my loipty theme ! 

Inspire me, night ! wi^ all thy tuneful sphtres : 

Whilst I wi& seraphs share seraphic themes, 

And show to men the digsdty of man ; 

Lest I blaspheme ray subject with my soag. 

Shall Pagan pages gkm celestial flame. 

And Christian langnish ? On our hearts, not heads, 

Falls the foul ii^amy. My heart ! awake : 

What caa awake thee, u&awaked by this, 

*^ Expanded X)eity on human weal ?^ 

Feel the great truths, wtach burst the tenfold ni|ht 

Of Heathen error, with a golden flood 

Of endless day : to feel, is to be flred ; 

And to believe, Lobsnzo ! is to feel. 

Thou most indulgent, most tremendous Power! 
Still TMire trem«idous, for thy wondrous love ! 
That anus, wUh awe more awful, ^y commaadi ; 
And foul transgression dips in serenfold guilt ; 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immense ! 
In love imnwDBe, inviolably just ! 
Thou, rather than thy justice should be stainM, 
Didst stain the cross ; and, work of wonders far 
The greatest, that thy Dearest far might bleed* 

Bold thought ! shall I dare speak it, or repress ? 
Should maamore execrate, or boast, the g^t [flamed ' 
Which roused such vengeance? which such love fti- 
O^er guilt (how monntakious !)with out-sti^ch^ arms^ 
Stem justice, and soft-smiliBg k>ve, embrace. 
Supporting, in f^ majesty, thy throne, 
When seem*ft its majesty to need support. 
Or that, or man, Inevitably lost : 
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What, but the fathomless of thought divine^ 
Could labour such expedient &om despair, 
And rescue both ? Both rescue ? both exalt ! 
Oh how *e both exalted by the deed ! 
The wondrous d^ed ! or shall I call it biofe ? 
A wonder in omnipotence itself! 
A mystery no less to gods than men ! 

Not, thus, our infidels th' Eternal draw ; 
A Grod all o'er, consummate, absolute, 
Full-orVd, in his whole round of rays complete : 
TThey set at odds Heayen'b jarring attributes ; 
And, with one excellence, anotheV wound ; 
Maim Heayen's perfection, break-its equal beams. 
Bid mercy triumph over — God himself, 
Undeified by their opprobrious praise : 
A Grod all mercy, is a God unjustr 

Ye brainless wits ! ye baptized infidels ! 
Te worse for mending ! washed to fouler stains ! . 
The ransom was paid down; the fimd of Hearen, 
Hearen's inexhaustible, exhausted fund, 
Amazing, and amazed, pourM forth the price, 
AH price beyond : though curious to compute. 
Archangels failM to cast the mighty sum : 
Its ralue rast, ungrasp'd by minds create, 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 

And was the ransom paid ? It was: and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for ypu. 
The sun beheld it— No, the shocking scene 
Drore back his chariot : midnight reflM his face; 
Not such as this ; not such as nature makes; 
A midnight nature shudderM to behold ; 
A midnight new ! a dread eclipse (without 
Opposing spheres,) from her Creator^ frown ! 
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Sun! didst thou fly thy Makei*i pun ? or stirt 
At that enormous load of human gnilt, 
Which bow^d his blessed head; o'eiwhehn^d his orofs; 
Made gproan the centre; burst earths marble tromb» 
With pangs, strange pangs ! ddUyer'd oi her dead ? 
Hell howFd ; and Hearen that hour let fall a tear ; 
Hearen wept, that men mig^t smile! Hearen bled. 

Might never die ! [that man 

And is devotion virtue ? Tis compelPd : 
What heart of stone, but glows at thoughts lilira these? 
Such contemplations mount us ; and should mount 
The mind still higher ; nor ever glance on man, 
Unra{>tured, uninflamed. — ^Where roll my thoughts 
To rest from wonders ? Other wonders rise ^ 
And strike where'er they roll: my soul is caught: 
Heaven's sovereign blessings, clusteringfirom thecroM, 
Rush on her, in a throng, and close her round, 
The prisoner of amaze ! — ^In His bless'd life, 
I see the path, and, in his death, the price. 
And in his great ascent, the proof supreme, 
Of immortality. — And did He rise ? 
Hear, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead ! 
He rose ! He rose ! He burst the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 
And give the King of gloiy to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He who left 
HiB throne of glory for the pang^ of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everiasting gates ! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He who slew 
The ravenous foe, that gorged all human race ! 
The King of. glory, He, whOse glory fill'd 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man ; 
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And witb lUwe comylacency b^ield 
Powers most illanuaed, wilder^d in the theme. 

The theme, the joy, hffm then rimll.man suftain ! 
Oh the bunt gutes ! cnnhM stmi^! demohth'd thlrone! 
Last gaapi of Tftoqiiuh^ death. Shout eaith and hea« 

ven! 
This sum of good to man : whose nature, thra, 
To(^ win|^, and mounted with him from the tomb! 
Then, then, I rose ; then fir^t humanity 
Triumphant passed the crystal ports of %ht, 
(Stupendibus guest!) and seized eternal youth, 
SeizM in our name. E'er since, 'tis hlasf^moui 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality 
Was, then, transferred to death; and heaven's duration 
Unalienably seal'd to this fcaU frame. 
This child of dust — Man, all-immortal ! hail ; 
HaiL Heayen ! all-lavish of -strange gifts to man ! 
Thine all the' glory ; man's the boundless bliss. 

Whose am I rapt by this triumphant theme? 
On Christian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian mount ? — ^Alas ! small cause for joy ! 
What if to pain immortal ? if ext^it 
Of being, to preclude a close oi woe ? 
Where, then, my boast oi immortality ? 
I boast it still, though cover'd o'er with g^t : 
For guilt, not hmocence, his life he pour'd ; 
^is g^t alone can justify his death ; 
Nor that, unless his death can justify 
Relenting guilt in Heaven's indulgent sight 
if, sick of folly, I relent ; he writes 
My name in h&aven, with that invested spear 
(A spear deep-dipp'd in blood ! ) which pierced hit side^ 
And open'd there a font for aU mankind. 
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Who strive, who combat enmes, to drink, and 1mn% % 
This, only this, subdues the fear of death. , 

And what is this ? — Sunrey the wondrous cure • 
And, at each step, let higher wonder rise I 
> ^* Pardon for infinite offence ! and pa^on 
Through means that speak its value infinite ! 
A pardon bought with blood ! with blood divine I 
With blood divine of Him, I made my foe ! 
Persisted to provoke ! though wooM and awed. 
Blessed and chastised, a flagrant rebel still \ 
A rebel, Wdst the thunders of his throne ! 
Nor I alone ! « rebel universe ! 
My species up in arms ! not one exempt ! 
Yet for the foulest of the Ibul, he dies ; 
Most joy'd, for the redeemed irooi deepest guilt I 
As if our race were held of highest rank ; 
And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man !^ 

Bound, every heart I and every bosom, bam J 
Oh what ft scale of miracles is here ! 
Its lowest round, high planted on the sld^ : 
Its towering summit, lost beyond the thought 
Of man or angel ! Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful ascent, with equal praise ! 
Praise ! Haw for ever (if astonishment • 

Will g^e thee leave ;) my praise ! for ever flow ; 
Praise ardent, cordial, constant ; to high Heavep^ 
More fragrant, than Arabia sacrificed. 
And all her spicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, so due to Heaven, shall praise descend^ 
With her soft plume (from plausive angels' wing 
First pluckM by man) to tickle mortal ears, 
Thus diving in the pockets of the gi%at ^ 
Is praise the perquisite of every paw, 
7 * 
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Thotig^h^ Mack as hdl, ^»t grajqpks well f<Mr gold ? - 
O love of golcU thou meajaest of aiiMurs I 
Shall praise her odours waste ob: Yirtue's dea4» 
Emhalm the base, p^rfome the stodoh oi gwiJt^ 
Earn dirty hre^^ by washing Mthiufm £ur, 
Removing iith,* or smkiag it hoai sight, 
A scATenger in scenes, where vaca&t po^ 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones 
Return, apostate praise ! thou ragabend ! . 
Thou prostitute ! to thy first lore return, 
Thy first, thy greatest, (mee mrivad'd theme. 

There flow redundant; Uke Meander flow, 
Back to thy foiHktain ; to^tiiat parent Power* 
Who gives the tongue to soa]id,rthe thought to soar. 
The soul to be« Men homage pay to men. 
Thoughtless heneatk whose dreadful eye th^ bow, 
In mwlaal awe profound of clay to clay. 
Of guilt to guilt ; and turn their back oot Thee,* 
Great Sire I. whom tlxron^ celestial ceaa^ess sing ; 
To prostrate angels an amazing scene ! 
O the presumption of maoi^s awe for nna !-*- 
Man's author! end ! restorer ! law ! and judge! 
Thine, all ; day thine, and thine this gloom of ni^t. 
With an her wealth, with all her radktnt wortds: 
What, night eternal, but a frown from Thee P 
What, heaven's meridian ^c»y, but thy smile ? 
And shall not praise be thine ? not human praise ? 
While heaven's iiigh host on hallelujahs Hve? 

Oh may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My -soul in praise to Him, who gave my soul, 
And all her infinite of prospect fair, 
Cut through the shades of hell, great Love ! by thee. 
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O most adorable ! most unadmrM ! 

Where shall thatprane begia whiek ne'er riionld end? 

Where'er I tuni» what claim cm all apf^ame ! 

Hofr is night'ft sable mantle laboured o^er i 

How richly wreught with attributes divkie ! 

What wisdom shines I what love ! This raidmght pomp, 

This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds iidaid ! 

Built with divine ambition ! noi^ht to thee ; 

For others Um profusion : Thou, apart, 

Aboire ! beyond ! Oh tell me, m^ty Mind ! 

Where art tboo ? Shall I dire into the deep ? 

Call to the nm, or ask the roaring winds, 

For their Creator ? ShaM I question lond 

lie thimder, if in that the Almighty dwells? 

Or holds He ferious storms in straitened reins, 

And bids i«fce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car ? 

What mean these questions? — Trembling I retract; 
My prostrate soul adores the present God : 
Praise I a distant Deity ? He tunes 
My voice (if tuned;) the nerve, that writes, sostains : 
Wrapp'd in his bemg, I resound his praise : 
But though past all diffused, without a shore, 
His essence ; kical is his* throne (as meet,] 
To g^aflier the ilispersed (as standards call 
The listed from afar ;) to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his sons ; 
Since finite every nature but his own. 

The nameless He, whose nod is nature's birth; 
And nature's shield, the ^adow of his hand ; 
Her dissolution, his suspended smile ! 
The great First-last ! pavilion'd high he sits 
In darkness from excessive s]f^endour bom, 
By gods unseen, unless through lustre lost. 
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His glory, to created glory, bright, 

As that to central horrors : he looks down 

On all that soars ; and spans immensity. 

Though night unnumberM worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundless creation ! what art thou ? A beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majesty : 
And shall an atom of this atom-world 
Mutter, in dust and sin, the theme of heaven ? 
Down to the centre should I send my thought, 
Through beds of gUttering ore, and glowing gems ; 
Their beggar^ blaze wants lustre for my lay ; 
Goes out in darkness : if, on towering wing, 
I send it through th^ boundless vault of stars ; 
The stars, though rich, what dross their gold to Thee» 
Great! good! wise! wonderful! eternal King! 
If to those conscious stars thy throne around. 
Praise ever pourings and imbibing bUss ; 
And ask their strain ; they want it, more they waiit> 
Poor their abundance, humble their sublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardour cold : 
Indebted still, their highest Capture bums ; 
Short of its mark, defective, though divine* 

Still more — This theme is man^s, and man% almie ; 
Their vast appointments reach it not : .they see 
On earth a bounty not indulged on high ; 
And downward look for Heaven^s superior praise ! 
First-bom of ether ! high in fields of light I 
View man, to see the glory of your God ! 
Could angels envy, they had envied here ; 
And scnne did envy; and the rest, though gods, 
Tet still gods nnredeemM (there triumphs man. 
Tempted to weigh the dust against the skies,) 
They less would feel, though more adorn, my theme. 
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They sung crefttion {far In that they shared ;) 
How rose in melody, that child of kfv^e ! 
Creation's great superior, man ! is thine ; 
Thine is redemption : they just gare the key ; 
Tis thine to raise, and eternize, the song; 
Though human, yet divine ; for should not this 
Raise man o'er man, and kindle seraphs here ? 
Redeinptiott ! tvras creation more sublime ; 
Redraoption ! twas the labour of the skies ; 
Far more than labour—^ was death* in hearen : 
A truth 80 strange ! twere bold to think it true, 
If not far bolder still, to disbetieve. [ren f 

Here pause, and ponder — ^Was ftnere death in hea* 
What then on earth ? on earth, which struck the blow f 
Who struck it ? Who ? — Oh how is man enlarged. 
Seen through thi& medium ! how the pigmy towers ! 
How counterpoised his origin from dust ! 
How counterpoised, to dust his sad return f 
How voided his vast distance from the skies I 
How near he presses on ^e seraph's wing ! 
Which is the seraph ? which the bom of clay ? 
How this demonstrates, through the thickest cloud 
Of g^t and clay condensed, the Son ot Hearen ! 
The double son ; the made, and the re-made ! 
And shall Heaven's double property be lost? 
Man's double madness cmly can destroy. 
To man the bleeding cross has promised aU ; 
The bleeding cross has sworn eternal gnce ; 
Who gave his life, what g^race shall He deny ? 
O ye ! who, from this Rock of Ages, leap. 
Disdainful, plunging headlong in the deep ! 
What cordial joy, what cmisolation strong. 
Whatever winds arise, or biUows roll. 
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Our interest in the Master c{ the storm ? 
Cling there, and in wrecked natore^ nin smile 
While vile apostates tremble in a calm. 

Man! knovr thyself. All wisdom centres there ; 
To none man seems ignoble, but to man ; 
Angels that grandeur, men overlook, admire : 
How long shall human nature be their book, 
Degenerate mortal ! and unread by thee ? 
The beam dim reason sheds, shows wonders there; 
What hig^ contents ! illustrious faculties ! 
But the grand comment, which displays at fuU 
Qiu* human height, scarce severM from dirine. 
By Heaven composed, was published on the cross. 

Who looks on that, and sees not in himself 
An awful stranger, a terrestrial god? 
A glorious partner with the Deity . 
In that high attribute, in^mortal life ? 
If a Grod bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm : 
I gaze, and, as.I gaze, my mounting soul 
Catches strange fire, eternity! at thee ; 
And drops the world— or rather, more enjojrs. ^ 
How. changed the face of nature ! how improved ! 
What seemed a chaos, shines a glorious world, 
Or, what a world, an Eden ; heighten^ all ! 
It is another scene ! another self! 
And still another, as time rolls along ; 
And that a self far more illustrious still. 
Beyond long ages, yet ipU'd up in shades 
Unpierced by bold conjecture's keenest ray. 
What erolutions of surprising fate ! 
How nature opens, and receives my soul 
In boundless walks of raptured thought ! where gods 
Encounter and embrace me ! What Uew births 
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Of strange adrentare, foreign to the sun, 
Where what now charms, perhi^ps, whatever existiy 
Old time, and fair creation, are forgot ! 
Is this extrayagant ? Of man we form 
Extraragant conception, to be just : 
Conception unconfined wants wings to reach him t 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
The world of rationals ; one spirit pourM 
From spirits awful fountain ; pour'd Himself 
Through all their souls ; but not in equal stream. 
Profuse, or frugal, of th' inspiring God, 
As his wise plan demanded ; and, when past 
Their rarious trials, in their various spheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Resorbs them all into Himself again ; 
His throne their centre, and his smile their crown*' 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to sing ; 
Though yet trnsung, as deemM, perhaps, too bold? 
Angels are men of a superior kind ; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 
High o'er celestial mountains winged in flight ; 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour. 
Who wade this miry rale, and climb with pain, 
And slippery step, the bottom of the steep. 
Angels tiieir failings, mortals hare their praise ; 
WMe here, of corps ethereal, sudi enrollM, 
And summonM to the glorious standard soon. 
Which flames eternal crimson through the skies. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtless of their kin, 
Tet absent ; but not absent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael sung 
Our triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown. 



d by Google 



84 THE COMPLAINT. NIGHT IV. 

Sent by the Sovbreion : and are these, O man ! 
Thy fiiends, thy wann allies ? and thou (shame bum 
The cheek to ekider !) riFal to the brate ? 

Religion^s all. Descending firom the skies 
To wretched man, the goddess m her left 
Holds out this world, and in her right, the next ; 
Religion ! the sole voucher man is man; 
Supporter sole of man above hmiself ; 
Even in this n^t oif frailty, change, and deaA, 
She gives the soul a soul that acts h god. 
Religion ! Providence ! an after-state ! 
Here is firm footing ; here is solid rock I 
This can suf^rt us , aU is sea besides ; 
Sinks under us ; bestorras, and then devoun. 
His hand the good man fastens on the skiesy 
And bids earth roll, nor feds her idle whiiL 

As when a wretch, from thick, poUuted air, 
Darkness, and stench, and suffocating damps, ' 
And dungeon horrors, by kind fate discharged, 
Climbs some fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elysian prospects rise ; 
His heart exults, his spirits east their lead ; 
As if new-bom, he triumi^ in the change : 
So joys the soul, when tram m^orious aims. 
And sordid sweets, from feeulenee and froth. 
Of ties terrestrial, set at large, she movnta 
To reasonps regioiif her own elem^it, 
Breathes ho^^ inmiortaly and afiects the dms. 

Religion I thou the soul of happiness^ 
And groaning Calvaiy, of thee ! There shine 
The noblest truths ; there stroagesl matives stiag ; 
There, sacred violence assauHs the soul ; 
There, nothing b«t coD^ukieB it fiirhors. 
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Can love allure ub ? or can terror awe ? 

He weeps !— the falling drop puts out the sun ; 

He sighs ! — the sigh earth^s deep foundation shakes. 

tf^ in his love so terrihle, what then 

His wrath inflamed f his tenderness on fire ; 

Lake soft, smooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 

Can prayer, can praise, avert it? — ^Thou, my all ! 

My dieme ! my inspiration ! and my crown ! 

My strength in age ! my rise m low estate ! 

My soul^ ambition, pleasure, wealth !— my world! 

My light in darkness ! and my life in death ! 

My boast through time ! bUss through eternity ! 

Eternity, too short to speak thy praise ! 

Or fathom thy profound of lore to man ! 

To man of men the meanest, even to me ; 

My sacrifice ! my God ! — ^what things are these ! 

What then art THOU? by what name shall I call 
Knew I the name devout archangels use, [Hiee ? 
Devout archangels should the name enjoy. 
By me unrivaPd ; thousands more subUnie, 
None half so dear, as that, which, though unspoke, 
Still glows at heart O how omnipotence 
Is lost in love ! Thou great Philanthropist ! 
Father of aagds ! but the friend of man ! 
Lake Jacob, fondest of the younger-bom ! 
Thou, who didst save him, snatch the smoking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood ! 
How art thou pleased, by bounty to distress ! 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude. 
Too big for birth ! to favour, and confound ; 
To challenge, and to distance all return ! 
Of lavish love stupendous heights to soar. 
And leave praise panting in the distant vale! 
8 
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liiy right too great, defrauds thee of thy due ; 
And saorilegkms our sabliBotest song. 
But sinoe the naked will obtains thj Bmile, 
Beneath this monument of praise unpaid. 
And future life symphonious to my strain, 
(That noblest hymn to heaven !) tor ever lie 
Cntomb^d my fear of death ! and ereiy fear, 
The dread of every evil, but Thy frown. 

Whom see I yonder, so demurely smile ? 
Laughter a labour, and mii^t break their rest 
Ye quietists, in homage to the sides ! 
Serene ! oi soft address I who mildly make 
An unobtrusiTO tender of your hearts. 
Abhorring violence ! who halt mdeed ; 
But, for the blessing, wrestle not with Heavea ! 
Think you my song too turbulent ? too wann? 
Are passions, then, the Pagans of the soul? 
Reason alone baptized f alone ordained 
To touch things sacred f Oh for wanner still ! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my powers ; 
Oh for an humbler heart, and prouder scmg ! 
THOU, my much-injured theme ! with that soft eye. 
Which melted o^er doomVl Salem, deign to look, 
Compassion to the coldness of my breas^ 
And pardon to the winter in my strain. 

O ye cold-hearted, frozen formalists ! 
On such a theme, 'tis impious to be cahn ; 
Passion is reason, transport temper, h»re» 
Shall Heaven, which gave us ardour, and has ahown 
Her own for man so strongly, not disdain 
What smooth emollients in thedogy, 
Recumbent virtue's downy doctors preach, 
That prose of pietf , a li^ewaim praise ? 
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Bise odoun twett from nicenfle umnflamed f 
DeFotioii, when hikew an n, is nndevout ; 
But when it glows, its heat is struck to heftven : 
To hnmsn hearts her golden harps are strong ; 
High hearen?s orchestra channts Amen to man. 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their distant strain, 
Sweet to the soul, and tasting strong of hearen, 
Soft-wafted on celestial pity^ plinne» 
Throui^ the rast spaces q£ the vniTersey 
To cheer me m this melancfa^ gloom ? 
Oh when will death (now stingless,] like a friend. 
Admit me oi their choir? Oh when will death, 
This mouldering, old partition-wall throw down ? 
GiFe beings, (me in nature, one abode ? 
Oh death divine ! that gir^t us to the skies ! 
Great future ! glorious patron of the past. 
And present ! when shall I thy shrine adore ? 
From nature's continent, immensely wide, 
Immensely blessed, this little isle of life. 
This dark, incarcerating colony, 
Divides us. Happy day ! that breaks our chain ; 
That manumits ; that calls from exile home ; 
That leads to nature's great metropolis, 
And re-admits us, through the guardian hand 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne ; 
Who hears our Advocate, and, through his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
'TIS this makes Christian triumph a command ; 
1^ this makes joy a dpty to the wise : 
*Ti8 impious in a good man to be sad* 

Seest thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all our hope ? 
Touchy by the cross, we live ; or, more than die : 
That touch which touc^'d not angels ; more divia* 
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llian that which touched confusion into form, 
And darkness into glory ; partial touch ! 
Ine&bly pre-eminent regaurd ! 
Sacred to man, and sovereign through the whole 
Long goldon chain of miracles, which hangs 
From hearen through all duration, and supports, 
In one illustrious and amajsing' plan. 
Thy welfare, nature ! and thy God's renown; 
That touch, with charm celestial, heals the soul 
Diseased, drives pain firom gfuilt, lights life in death; 
Turns earth to heaven; to heavenly thrones transforms 
The ghastly ruins of the mouldering tomb. 

Dost ask me when ? — ^When He who died returns ; 
Returns, how changed ! Where then the man of woe ? 
In glory's terrors all the Godhead bums ; 
And all his courts, exhausted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train, 
Leave a stupendous solitude in heaven ; 
Replenish'd soon, replenish'd with increase 
Of pomp, and multitude ; a radiant band 
Of angels new ; of angels from the tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote ? and rise 
Dark doubts between the promise, and event? 
I send thee not to volumes for thy cure ; 
Read nature ; nature is a friend to truth : 
Nature is Christian ; preaches to mankind ; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Hast thou ne'er seen the comet's flaming flight ? 
Th' illustrious stranger passing, terror sheds 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous ; takes his ample round 
Through depths of ether; coasts unnumber'd worids^ 
Of more than solar glory ; doubles wide 
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Heaven^s migbty cap^ ; and then re-Tisits earth. 
From the Ipog travel of a thousand yean. 
Urns, at the destined period, shall return 
HE, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze , 
And, with Hiln, all our trinn^ o^er the tomb. 

Nature is dumb on this important point ; 
Or hope precarious in low whisper breathes : 
Faith speaks aloud, distinct; even adders hear; 
But turn, and dart into the dark a^ain. 
Faith builds a bridge across the gulf of death. 
To break the diock blind nature cannot shun. 
And lands thought smoothly on the further shore. 
Death^s tenor is the mo«itain faith remores; 
That mountain-barrier between man aoid peace. 
Tis faith disarms destruction ; and absolves, 
From every clamorous charge, the guiltless tomb. 

Why disbelieye ? IxAxifzo t — '< Reason bids, 
All-sacred reason.^— Hold her sacred still ; 
Nor shalt thou want a riyal in thy flame. 
All-sacred reason ! source, and soul, of all 
Demanding praise, on earth, or earth* aboye ! 
My heart is thine : deep in its inmost folds, 
liiye thou with life ; lire dearer of the two. 
Wear I the blessed cross, by fortune stamped 
On passif e nature, before thought was bom f 
My births blind b^ ! fired with local zeal ! 
No ; reason re»baptized me when adult ; 
Weight true, and false, in her impartial scale : 
My heart became the conrert of my head ; 
And made fliat dxnce, which once was but ray fote. 
*< Chi argument alone my fUth is built :^ 
Keasoo pursued is fiiith : and, unpursued 
Where proof invites, ^ reason, then, no more : 
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And such our proof, that, or our faith is right. 
Or reason lies, and Heayen designed it wrong : 
■Absolre we this ? What, then, is blasphemj ? 

Fond as we are, and justly fond, of faith, 
Beason, we grant, demands our first regard ; 
The mother honoured, as the daughter dear. 
Reason the root ; fiEdr faith is but the flower : 
The fading flower shall die ; but reason liyes 
Immortal, as her Father in the skies. 
When faith is virtue, reason makes it so. 
Wrong not the Christian ; think not reascm yours t 
*Tis reason our gpreat Master holds so dear ; 
^Tis reason^s injured rights his wrath resents ; 
Tis reason's voice obeyed his glories crown; 
To give lost reason life. He poured his own. 
Believe, and show the reason of a man ; 
Believe, and taste the pleasure of a God ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb. 
Through reason^ wounds alone thy faith can die ; 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death. 
And dips in venbm his twice-mortal stiog. 

Learn hence what honours, what loud p«eans, due 
To those who push our antidote aside ; 
Those boasted friendf to reason, and to man. 
Whose fatal love stabs every joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heigtenM, gnawing on his heart 
These pompous sons of reason, idolized 
And vilified at once ; of reason dead. 
Then deified, as monarchs were of old ; 
What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? 
While love of truth through all their camp resounds. 
They draw pride's curtain o'er tiie noon-tide ray, 
8^6 up their inch of reason, on the pomt 
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Of philosophic wit, callM arg^ument ; 
And then, exulting in their taper, ciy, 
*^ Behold the sunP' and, Indian-like, adore 

Talk they of morals ! O thou bleeding Lor^! 
Thou maker of new morals to mankind \ 
The grand morality is lore of Thee. 
As wise as Socrates, if such they were 
(Nor will they bate of that sublime renown,) 
As wise as Socrates, might justly stand 
The definition of a modem fool. 

A Christian is the highest style of man. 
And is there, who the blessed cross wipes off, 
As a foul blot from his dishonoured brow ? 
If angels tremble, His at such a sight : 
The wretch they quit, desponding of their charge ; 
More struck with grief, or wonder, who can tell ? 

Te sold to sense ! ye citizens oi earth ! 
(For such alone the Christian banner fly,) 
Ejiow ye how wise your choice, bow great your gain? 
Behold the picture of earths happiest man : 
*' He calls his wish, it comes ; he sends it back, 
And says, he called another ; that arriyes. 
Meets the same welcome ; yet he still calls on ; 
Till one calls him, who varies not his call. 
But holds him fast, in chains of darkness bound, 
Till nature dies, and judgment sets him free ; 
A freedom far less welcome than his chain.^ 

But grant man happy; g^rant him happy long ; 
Add to lifers highest prize her latest hour ; 
That hour, so late, is nimble in approach. 
That, like a post, comes on in full career : 
How swift the shuttle flies, that weaves thy shroud ! 
Where is the fable of thy former yeaia? 



d by Google 



91 TMB COMPLAINT. NIGHT IT 

Thrown down the gulf of time ; as far from thee, 

As they had ne'er been thine : the daj in hand, 

Like a bird straggling to get kxMe, is going ; 

Scarce now possestM, so suddenly His gone ; 

And each swift moment fled, is death advanced 

By strides as swift Eternity is all ! 

And whose eternity ? Who triumphs there i. 

Bathing for erer in the font of bliss ? 

For ever basking in t}ie Deity I 

Lorenzo ! who ? — ^Thy conscience shall reply. 

O give it leave to speak ; Hwill speak ere longs 
Thy leave unask^ : Lorenzo! hear it now, 
While useful its advice, its accent mild. 
By the great edict, the divine decree, 
Truth IS deposited with man^ last hour ; 
An honest hour, and faithful to her trust 
Truth, eldest daughter of the Deity ; 
Truth, of his council, when he made the woiidi : 
Nor less, when he shall judge the worlds he made ; 
Though silent long, and sleefNug ne^er so sound, 
Smother^ with errors, and qppress'd witii toys. 
That Heaven-commission^ hour no sooner caUt, . 
But from her cavern in the soulH abyss. 
Like him they fable under £tna whelmed. 
The goddess bursts in thunder, and in flame ; 
Loudly c<lnvinces, and severely pains. 
Dark demons I discharge, and Hydra-stings ; 
The keen vibration of bright truth — ^is hell: 
^ Just definition I though by schoob untaught 
Te deaf to truth ! peruse this parsonM page^ 
And trust, for once, a prophet, and a priest ; 
<' Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die 
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THE B£LAPS£. 



TO 

rIoht honourable the earl of LITCHFISLDu 



Lorenzo t to recriiniiiate is jost. 

Fondness for fame is ayarice of air. 

I grant, the man is rain who writes for praise : 

Praise no man e^er deseryed, who sought no more. 

As just thy second charge. I grant the muse 
Has often hlnshM at her degenerate sons, 
Retain^ hy sense to plead her filthy cause ; 
To raise the low, to magnify the mean, 
And subtilize the gross into refined : 
As if to magic numbers' powerful charm 
iTwas giren, to make a civet of their song 
Obscene, and sweeten ordure to perfume, 
l^it, a true Pagan, deifies the brute. 
And lifts the swine-enjoyments from the mire. 

The fact notorious, nor obscure the cause. 
We wear the chains of pleasure, and of pride 
These share the man ; and these distract him too ; 
Draw different ways, and clash in their command!* 
Pride, like an eagle, builds among the stars ; 
But pleasure, lark-like, nests upon the g^round. 
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Joys shared by brute-creation, pride resents ; 
Pleasure embraces : man would botii enjoy, 
And both at once : a point so hard how gain ! 
But what canH wit, when stung by strong desire ? 

Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 
Since joys of sense can^ rise to reason^s taste ; 
In subtle sophistry's laborious forge, 
Wit hammers out a reason new, tiiat stoops 
To sordidldoenes, and greets them with applause. 
Wit calls the gp'aces tiie chaste zone to loose ; 
Nor less than a plump god to fill the bowl : 
A thousand phantoms, and a thousand spells, 
A thousand opiates scatters, to delude. 
To fascinate, inebriate, lay asleep, 
And the fool'd mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which shockM the jucl^ent, shocks no more ; 
That which gave pride offence, no more offends. 
PleajBure and pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, which in man shall relg^. 
By wit's address, patch up a fatal peace. 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank refined, to delicate and gay. 
Art, cursed art ! wipes off the indebted blush 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes eyery shame. 
Man smiles in ruin, glories in his guilt ; 
And infamy stands candidate for praise. 

All writ by man in favour of the soul. 
These sensual ethics far, in bulk, transcend. 
The flowers of eloquence, profusely pour'd 
O'er spotted Wee, fill half the letter'd world. 
Can powers of genius exercise their page, 
And consecrate enormities with song ? 
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But let not theie inexpiable ftnini 
Condenm the mufe that knows her dignity ; 
Nor meanly stops at time, but holds the w^nrld 
As His, in nature^ ample field, a point, 
A point in her esteem ; from whoice to start, 
And run the round of univerMd space, 
To yisit being uniTersal there, 
And being^ Source, that utmost flight of mind! 
Tet spite of this so yast circumference, 
Well knows, but what is moral, nought is great 
Sing Syrens onty ? Do not angels sing ? 
There is in poesy a decent pride. 
Which well becomes her when she speaks to prose, 
Her younger sister ; haply, not nunre wise. 

Think%tthou, LoRSNzo! to find pastimes here ? 
No gwlty passion blown into a flame, 
No foible flatter^, dignity disgraced, 
No hirj field of fiction ajl on flower, 
No rainbow cokmrs, h^ne, or silken tale ; 
But solemn counsels, images of awe. 
Truths, whic^ eternity lets fall on man 
Wi^ douUe w«ght, through these reyohring qiherett 
Tliis death-deep silence^ and incumbent shade : 
Thoughts such as shall re-yisit your last hour ; 
Visit uncalled, and hre when life expires : 
And tiiy daxk pencil, midnight ! darker still 
In melancholy dipped, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, eren this, my laagfater-loTing friends ! 
lionBiiso ! and thy brodiers of the smile ! 
If, what imports you most, can most engage. 
Shall steal your ear, and chain you to my song. 
Or if you ful me, know, the wise shall taste 
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The tratfas I sing ; the tniths I sing shall feel; 
And, feeling, give assent; and their assent 
Is ample recompense, is more than praise : , 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfisld ! nor mistake ; 
Think not unintroduced I force my way ; 
Narcissa, not unknown, not unallied. 
By Tirtue or by blood, illustrious youth! 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bowers, 
Where all the language harmony, descends 
UncalPd, and asks admittance for the muse ; 
A muse that will not pain thee with thy praise : 
Thy praise she drops, by nobler stOl inspired. 

O thou, blessed Spirits whether the supreme, 
Great antemundane Father ; in whose breast, 
Elmbryo creation, unborn being, dwelt, 
And aJl its various revolutions roU'd 
Present, though future ; prior to themselves ; 
Whose breath can blow it into nought again ; 
Or, from his throne some delegated power. 
Who, studious of our peace, dost turn the thought 
From vain and vile, to solid and sublime ! 
Unseen thou lead^st me to delicious draughts 
Of inspiration, from a purer stream, 
And fuller of the god, than that which burst 
From famed Castalia : nor is yet allayed 
My sacred thirst ; though long my soul has ranged 
Through pleasing paths of moral, and divine. 
By Thee sustain^, and lighted by the stars. 

By them best lighted are the paths of thought ; 
Nights are their days, their most illumined hours. 
By day, the soul, o'erbome by life's career, 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
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By^ daj the soul k pasisr*, sJI her thMgfali 
Imposed, preowiolD, bvokMi'tftt^ MklUfe* 
By night, finlaobjacts Ihw^ ft«i* pttMidii'ceeT, 
TboughtB mmwilinilW^ and viilH^nMM^ die bifths 
Of pure election, uMnuy ' rmgn, 
Not to the limit»of oM w&M tum&Mi; 
But from etliefeiil trards l%iit en eid^tti, 
Ab Toyagers irop^ aA^or, lor -Mipofe. 

Let Indians, and the gay, like IndndMS ibni 
Of featbefM feppeiies, the aon adore : 
Darkness hat more cfirinife^ ibrme; 
It strikes though invraai ; it drifealMMSk t&e lottl 
To settle on herself, our point sapivae! 
There lies our theatie; Iberernts^Mi^ judge. 
Darkness the curtate dmpa e^er lii^ ^ill soenet 
Tis the Idnd baad of Pvoridenee stMteh^ ottt 
Tffixt man and vaaHy^; *tis veitott% rmgtk^ " 
And Tirtne% too: llbeie tstefaiy shades 
Are waaH ai^lMa ireni tte tainted throng^. 
Night ia the good maBf*s firiend, and gnardton too; 
It no lesa rasettes Tirtiw, tiian inspiMs. 

Virtue, filr efer fndl, as fair, bekir. 
Her tender nature suffBTs in the cntird, 
Nor touches o» the wvrid, withoat a stiiai s 
The world'a infeotioas ; £Mr bring haek af eve, 
Immaculate, themaoaers of the mofa. 
Something we tiioi^t^ » bbtted ; we resdlfadi 
Is shaken ; W9 renoUneed, retnist agai& 
Each salutaticm mvf slide in a sin 
Untbought befoHBt or fix a former flaw. 
Nor ie it straofe: light, motion, ooiioemnie» noiie, 
9 
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All, scatter ui abroad ; thought, oatiraid-hoimdy 
Neglectful of her home aflhirs, flies off 
In fume and dissipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breast unguarded to the foe. 

Present example gets within onr guard. 
And acts with doable force, by few repelled. 
Ambition fires ambition ; love of g^ain 
Strikes, like a pestilence, from breast to breast: 
Blot, pride, perfidy, bine yapoors breathe ; 
And inhumanity is caught from man. 
From smiling man. A slight, a single glance^ 
And shot at random, often has brought home 
A sudden fever, to the throbbing heart, 
Of envy, rancour, or impure desire. 
We see, we hear, with peril ; safety dwells 
Bemote from multitude; the worlds a school 
Of wrong, and what proficients swarm around 
We must, or imitate, or disapprove ; 
Must list as their accomplices, or foes : 
That stains our innocence ; this wounds our peac«> 
From nature^s birth, hence, wisdom has been smit 
With sweet recess, and languish^ for the shade. 

This sacred shade, and sohtude, what is it? 
'Tis the felt presence of the Deity. 
Few are the firalts we flatter when alone. 
Vice sinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, Uke other objects, black by night 
By night, an atheist half-believes a God. 

Night is £ur virtue^ immemorial firiend : 
The conscious moon, through every distant age. 
Has held a lamp to wisdom, and let fall 
On contemplation's eye, her puiging ray. 
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Th^ famed Atbenian, be who wimM team hMfen 

Philosophy the fair, to dwell witii men, 

And form their mannerB, not inflame their pride ; 

While o^er his head, as fearful to molest 

His labouring mind, the stars in silence slide, 

And seem all gazing on their future guest, 

See him soliciting his ardent suit 

In priyate audience : all the lirelong night. 

Rigid in thought, and motionless, he stands ; 

Nor quits his theme, or posture, till the sun' 

(Rude drunkard, rising rosy from the main !) 

Disturbs his nobler intellectual beam. 

And gives him to the tumult of the world. 

Hail, precious moments ! stolen from the black waste 
Of murdered time ! auspicious midnight ! hail ! 
The world excluded, every paasicm hushM, 
And openM a calm intercourse with heayen, 
Here the soul sits in council ; ponders past, 
Predestines future action; sees, not feels, 
Tumuknous hfe, and reasons with the storm ; 
All her lies answers, and thinks down her charms. 

What awM joy ! what mental liberty ! 
I am not pent in darkness; rather say 
(If not too bdd,) in darkness Pkn embowerM. 
Delightful d^oom ! the clustering thoughts around 
Spontaneous rise, and blossom in the shade ; 
But droop by day, and sicken in the sun. 
Thought b<»rrows lig^t elsewhere ; from that firrt fire, 
Fountain of animation ! whence descends 
Urania, my celestial guest ! who deigns 
Nightly to yisit me, so mean ; and now, 
CoDsckms how n ee dfu l discipline to nan, 
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M J wandering teHght racidls, 4» wAuMi «xoitai 
Far «ter|b«ftt#f boot; Ni^jkoma^ toBub ! 

Or is it feelile nUpw nrijb ne hadi» 
And bre^tai ny jpirit iiit0 gnef again? 
It it a Stygvui vapour in my blaod ? 
A cold, slow paddle, cn^iiag tfafongk aj Ttiiia? 
Or is it thus with all bmi ?—T]his with alL 
What are we? flow .Miequai ! Now im soary 
And now waaiaic; 'te be^tbe saae» transoeode 
Our present ptow ie n s. Deatly pays the aeid 
For lodging ill ; too teniy cants her ckf. 
Reason, a bgfladoMinaalhirt butadds 
Tim bhisk of weakness lo the bane ef woe. 
The noblest spint figlitii« her bard &te. 
In this damp, dosky ffegiso, ohMgad with atnnniy 
But feebly intteas, yet untaught to iy ; 
Or, flying, short her fi|^t, andeaiie herftlL 
Our utmost pbnengtfa, whan jdawn^^o lise again ; 
And not to yiald, thoogh heotea, aM Qvr ptaiie 

Tis vain toaedc in man ftnr OMne^haa omo. 
Though proud in piDate,irig hi pro^ions thon^t. 
Experience damps oar triumph. I, wholal^, 
Emerging fiwn the ahadowa of the gvavo, 
Whan grief detain^ bm imsooer, meanting highi^ 
Threw wi4ethe gates of* o » ad a s ting dm^y 
And callM mankind to .gloiy, shaoko^ pm^ 
Bfortahty ihook «^ JB ether poMt 
And struck the atas ; «iow «m1 n^sphnls fial: 
They drop me tan the zenith; down I rujdi, 
Like him whom table iedgad with waxaa wiii0i» 
fn aorroff droOTDM«4Mit netin aoivaw iMt. 
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How wnkUM if the iMUi w1m> B«Ter ttMamM! 
I dive for prgckwn peftrl ki •ofnm% Btntin : 
Not so the tho«ig;fatl68s tmn fStet mdy jfrieTes ; 
Takes all the tonnMrt, and rejects the g^ny 
(Inestimable gain !) and giftts Heairen leare 
To make him Iviit mofB tfi^telied) not niore wild 

If wisdom is our ksson, (ttUd What els^ 
EnnoblAS unf what eis^ have angfds leam\n) 
Grief! moreprafioients in thy scfaod are made. 
Than genius, or pr&ttd letoiilig, eVr eoold boast 
Voracious learning, often or^ed. 
Digests not into sense her motley meaL 
This book-case, with dark booty almost htuMi 
This teager on others'* wisdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reason, quite untiDM. 
With mixVI manure she surfeits the rank soi^ 
DungM, but not dressM ; and, rich to beggary, 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 
Her servant^ wealth, encmnber^ wisdom mourns. 

And what says genkte ? <* Let the dull be wise.^ 
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong; 
And loves to boast, where blush men less inspired. 
It pleads exemption from the laws of sense ; 
Considers reason as a leveller ; 
And scorns to share a blessing with the crowd. 
That wise it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To glolry, and to pleasure gives the rest 
Cbassus but sleeps, A&dslio is undone 
Wisdom less shudders at a fod, than wit 

But wisdom smiles, when humbled mortals weep. 

When sorrow wounds the breast, as ploughs the glebe, 

9* 
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And hearts obdurate feel her softeniiig shower; 

Her seed celestial, then, glad wisdom sows ; 

Her golden harvest triumphs in the soil. 

If so, Narcissa I welcmne my relapse ; 

VU. raise a tax on my calamity. 

And reap rich compensation from my pain. 

m range the plenteous intellectual field ; 

And gather ereiy thought of sorereign power 

To chase the moral maladies of man ; 

Thoughts which may bear transplanting to the sldes^ 

Though natires of this coarse penurious soil; 

Nor whoUy wither there, where seraphs sing. 

Refined, exalted, not annullM, in heaven. 

Reason^ tlie sun that gives them birth, the tnmt 

In either clime, though more illustrious there. 

These choicely culled, and elegantly ran^^ed. 

Shall form a garland for Narcissa^s tomb ; 

And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 

Say, on what themes shall puzzled choice detoend? 
«* Th^ importance of contemplating the tomb ; 
Why men decHne it , suicided foul birth ; 
The various kind of grief; the faults of age ; 
And death^s dread character— invite my song.** 

And first, th^ importance of our end surveyVI. 
Friends counsel quick dismission of our grief: 
Itf istaken kindness ! our hearts heal too soon. 
Are they more kind than He, who struck the blow ? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 
And banish peace, till nobler guests arrive. 
And bring it back, a true, and endless peace ? 
Calamities are friends ; as glaring day 
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Of these URnumber^ lustres robs our sight ; 

Prosperity puts out unnumbered thoughts 

Of import high, and light divine, to man. 

: The man how blest, who, sick of g^udy scenes, 

(Scenes apt to thrust between us and ourselres !) 

Is led by chmce to take his favourite walk, 

Beneath death's gloomy, silent, cypress shades, 

Unpierced by vanity's fiuitastic ray ; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his dust, 

Visit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 

Lorenzo ! read with me Narcissa's stone ; 

(Narcissa was thy favourite ;) let us read 

Her moral stone : few doctors preach so well ; 

Few orators so tenderly can touch 

The feeling heart What palhos in the date ! 

Apt words can strike .* .and yet in them we see 

Faint images of what we, here, enjoy. 

Wliat cause have we to build on length of life ? 

Temptations seize, when fear is laid asleep ; 

And ill foreboded is our strongest guard. 

See, from her tomb, as from an humble shrine, 
Truth, radiant goddess ! sallies on my soul, 
And puts delusion's dusky train to flight ; 
Dispels the mists our sultry passions raise, 
From objects low, terrestrial, and obscene ; 
And shows the real estimate of things ; 
Which no man, unafflicted, ever saw ; 
Pulls off the veil from virtue^b rising charms ; 
Detects temptation in a thousand lies. 
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves ; 
And all they bleed for, as the summer's dust, 
Priven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
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I widen my horiaoii, gain u&w pourm, 
See things inrifible, feel tkingi Fsmotey 
Am present with fhtntities ; tfaak aongfet 
To men so foraign, w <be joys p o w ow M; 
Nought so modi his» as those beyond Cbe gfrnre. 

No foUy keeps its oolowr in hmc sight: 
Pale woiidly wisdom loees all her ehtnas; 
In pompons promise from her schemes prolNaiid) 
If ^tnre flate she plans, His all m leaves. 
Like Sibyl, naanhstantial, fleetkig htissf 
At the first Uast it Tanidies m air. 
Not so, celettiaL Wooldst thon know, LfCduniBO t 
How dii^ worldly wisdom, and divine f 
Just as the waning, and the waxing, moon* 
More empty worldly winbmi erety d^r* 
And er^rj imj wore fur her riyal shiBea* 
When later, there% less time to pliiy the IM. 
Soon our Whole term for wiadom it expired 
(Thou know^ die calls no oooncil in the grarep 
And everlasting IM is writ in fire. 
Or real wisdom wafts ns to &e aktei. 

As worldly schemes lemnb le Sihyl% leaves, 
The good man^ days to Sihyl% hooka compare 
(In ancient story read, thou knowM the tide,) 
In price still rising, as in numher less, 
Inestimable quite his final hour. 
For that who thrones can offer, ofinr thrones* 
Insohrent worlds the purchase cannot pay. 
«< Oh let me die his deatii !** all nature eries. 
« Then lire his life.**— All nature £uilters there. 
Our great physician daily to consult. 
To commune with the grave ear only cure 
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Wlu^fmre pvMorftes the %Mt?— A Mmfu: tad 
FromafrieiidtegTmY^flKmMonwediMDgife! [ywty 
Eren to tiie ietffMt, tts bis muiite, cold. 
Why are fiieadi raviihM frara Qt? ^Tis to biad. 
By woit affectkMta ties, on hnmmi beerts. 
The thoufbt tef death, whiob reaaon, too auyii^ 
Or misemj^of^ lo twdy faetSM there. 
Nor reaaoD, nor affMtioB, no, nor both 
Combined, can break the witobcrafts oi te worid. 
Behold, th' ineBonMe boor at hand ! 
Behold, til* nmcocaUe bovr forgot ! 
And to forget it, the obief aim of life ; 
Thoogb well to ponAer it, is tife^ claef end* 

Is death, Ikat «v«r ^»estemng, neVr remote^ 
That sdMmjpofflant, and that oi^ snre 
(Come when be wOl,) an onenpeoted fnoitf 
Nay, aioiigh infitod by the bmdeet oaOs 
Of blind impmdenoe, nnexpectnd itfll ; 
Though munersiM messangers am sent befeve. 
To warn his gnat arrsraL What the cmme, 
The wondrans csnse, at tins mysterions itt f 
AU bearenOoriM down aston&shtd nt the sight. 

Is it, that life hassoipn her joys so tbiok, 
We canH thnnt in Ji sin|^ cane b etw e en ? 
Is it, that Jife has snob a^wann of cans. 
The tJsBf^gbt itf dentti caii^ «nter fer the <hrsnf f 
Is it, that tiBM steals «m with doway feet. 
Nor wakw indidgeneefiem berysUen^fMun? 
To-day is so like y es tord iy> «t xhents ; 
We take the lying sister fer the same. 
Life glides anmy, iionnirne ! like a bvoek; 
For«fnr «hnfinf,«ipaioelTed ti 
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In the same brook none eyer bathed hun twice : 
To the same life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the same; the same we think 
Our life, though still more rapid in its flow ; 
Nor mark the much, irreyocably U^psed, 
And mingled with the sea. Or shall we say 
(Retaining still the brook to bear us on,) 
That life is like a vessel on the stream ? 
In life embarkM, we smoothly down the tide 
Of time descend, but not on time intent ; 
Amused, unconscious oi the gliding ware ; 
Till on a sudden we perceiye a shock : 
We start, awake, look out ; what see we there f 
Our brittle bark is burst on Charon's shore. 

Is this the cause death flies all human thought ?^ 
Or is it judgement, by the will struck blind, 
That domineering mistress of the soul ! 
Lake him so strong, by Dalilah the fair? 
Or is it fear turns startled reason back, 
From looking down a precipice so steep ? 
'Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wisely placed. 
By nature, conscious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 
A flaming sword, to gfuard the tree of life. 
By that unawed, in life's most smiling hoor. 
The good man would repine ; would suffer jcjUy 
And bum impatient for his promised skies. 
The bady on each punctilious pique of pride, 
Or gloom of hnmoiir, would give rage the rein; 
Bound o'er the barrier, rush into the dark. 
And mar the schemes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, LoB£iv2M>?—Fiiri6a! lut; 
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And droim in your len ezecnthle yell, 
Britannia's shame. There txxk. her glooDiy flight. 
On wing impetnous, a black sullen soul. 
Blasted from hell, with horrid lust of death. 
Thy friend, the brare, the gallant Alt^mont, 
So call^, so thought— and then he fled the field* 
Liess base the fear iji death, than fear of life. 
O Britain, infamous for suicide ! 
An island in thy manners! hr disjoinM 
From the whole world oi rationals beside I 
In ambient wayes plunge thy polluted head. 
Wash the dire stain, nor shock the continent. 

But thou be shocked, while I detect the cause 
Of self-assault, expose the monster^ birth. 
And bid abhorrence hiss it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the distant sun ; 
The sun is innocent, thy clime absolred: 
Immoral climes kind nature neyer made. 
The cause I sing, in Eden mig^t prevail; 
And proyes, it is thy f<^y, not thy fate. 

The soul of man (let man in homage bow. 
Who names his soul,) a native of the skies ! 
High-bom, and free, her freedom should maiahan, 
Unsdd, unmortgaged for earths little, bribes. 
Th' illustrious stranger, in this foreign land. 
Like strangers, jealous of her dignity. 
Studious of home, and ardent to return, 
Of earth suspicious, earth's enchanted cup 
With cool reserve light touching, should indulge, 
On munortality, her godlike taste ; 
There take large draughts ; make her chief banquet 

Butsome reject this sustenance divine ; Cthere. 
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To begsrarijr ▼&• iqpptlitet dewend; 
A«k alms of aaMbr for gwsli t^t cAne^ fimr l^earetti 
Sink into ■!&¥•■; and^irtl, Hw p t o i cn t hitO) 
Their rich mfwhrn , andl (uplwif rittreg itg fate) 
Their iMrti?» fiff eo d oBi » to«i» prfaice who avrsys 
ThisiMthATWory. iy»l when his payments fafl^ 
When hiB foul btriket g^MK«s Aenr no more. 
Or their pallM palates kw^ the basket fiill ; 
Are instantly, witili wild demonlae ragpe, 
For breaking^ aH the chains of Providenee, 
And bnrstini^ their coninement; tfaongfa fast ban'd 
By laws ^tirine and Immam'; giutrded strong 
With horrors dovbied to defend the pass. 
The blackest, nature, orfire^g^niH; can raise; 
And moated roand witb fathomless des tr ucti on , 
Sore to receive, and whdmtbon in tfaeir faH. 

Snch, Britons ! is the cause, to yon onknowni 
Or worse, o'etflo^lPd ; o^rloek^ by m agi s tra tes, 
Thus criminals themselves. I grant tbe deed 
Is madness ; but the madness of the heart 
And what is that? Onr utmost bound of guilt 
A sensual, unreieoting life. Is big 
With monstrous births ; and suicide, te croWtt' 
The black infernal brood. The boklto-bMric 
Hearen^ law scqpreme, and deqwratdy rash. 
Through sacred natural mufder, on tiieir owa^ 
Because they never think of death, they^die^ 
*Tis equally man% drnty, glory, gain, 
At onoe to shun^ and meditate Ins endw 

When by the bed of languishment we sit 
(The seat of wisdom ! if our choiee, not fate^) 
Or, Q%> our ^fisg frwods ID anguiih^ kMf y 
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Wipe tke coM dew, or stay the sinkmi^ head, 

Number their moments, and, in every clock, 

Start at the voice of an eternity ; 

See the dim lamp of life just feebly Hit 

An agimizing^ beam, at ut to gase, 

Then sink again, and quiver into death, 

That most pathetic herald of our own ; 

How read we such sad scenes? As sent to man 

In perfect vengeance ? No ; in pity sent. 

To melt him down, like wax, and then impress, 

Indelible, death's image on his heart ; 

Bleeding for others, tremUing for himself. 

We bleed, we tremble, we foi^get, we smile. 

The mind tums^fool, before the cheek is dry. 

Our quick-returning f(^ cancels all ; 

As the tide rushing rases what is writ 

In yielding sands^ and smooths the letter^ shore. 

LoRSNZo ! bast thou ever wei|^M a sigh ? 
Or studied the philosophy of tears ? 
(A science, yet unlectured in our schools !) 
Hast thou descended deep into the breast. 
And seen their source? If not, descend with me^ 
And trace these briny rivulets to their springs. 

Our funeral tears from different causes rise. 
As if from separate cisterns in the soul. 
Of various kinds tiiey flow. From tender hearts. 
By soft ccmtagion callM, some burst at once. 
And stream obsequious to the leading eye. 
Some ask more time, by curious art distillMi 
Some hearts, in secret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
JLiike MofBs' smitten rock, gush omekmais. 
10 
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kkme waep to tbare the fame of the deceased, 
fio high ia iqerit, and to them so dear: 
They dwell on praises, which they think they share ; 
jbid thus, without a Unsh, commend themselves. 
Some mourn, in proof that somethings Ihey cobM loye : 
They weep not to relieye their ^ef, but show. 
Some weep in perfect justice to the dead, 
As conscious all their love is in anear. 
Some mischievously weep^ not unapprised. 
Tears, sometimes, aid the conquest of an eye. 
With what address the soft Ephesians draw 
Their sable net-work 4>^r entangled hearts ! 
As seen Hurough crystal, how their roses glow. 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ! 
Of hers not prouder Egypt's wanton queen. 
Carousing gems, herself dissolyed in love. 
Some weep at death, abstracted fttnn tbe dead. 
And celebrate, like^^BAitLCS, their own decease* 
By kind construction some are deemVl to weep 
Because « decent yeil conceals ihexr joy. 

Some weep in earnest, and yet weep in yain , 
As deep in indispietion, as in woe. 
Passion, blind passiim! in^potently pours 
Tears, that deserve more teacs ; while reasen sleeps i 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconoeniM ; 
Nor oon^Nrehends the meanifig of the rttmn ; 
Knows not it speaks to^her, and her itoie» 
Irrationals all aanaw are beneath. 
That noUe gift ! th^ privilege of man ! 
From sorrow's pang, the birth of endless joy. 
But these are banea of that birth divine : 
They weep impetueas^ as the sammer stom, 
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And full as short ! The cruel grief soon tanKi, 
They make a pastime of the stingless tale ; 
Far as the deep-resounding knell, they spread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more* 
No grain of wisdom pays them for their woe. 

Half-round the globe, the tears pumpM up by death 
Are spent in watering vanities of life ; 
In making folly flouridi still more fair. 
When the sick soul, her wonted stay withdrawn, 
Reclines on earth, and sorrows in the dust ; 
Instead of learning, there, her true support. 
Though there thrown down her true support to letiD, 
Without Heayen^ aid, impatient to be blest. 
She crawls to the next shrub, or bramble Tile, 
Though from the stately cedar's anns she tfSi ; 
With stale, fiwswom embraces, clings anew. 
The stranger weds, and Uotsoms, as before, 
In all the fruitless fopperies of lifo : 
Presents her weed, well-fancied, at the ball, 
And raffles for €he death's-head on the ring. 
So wept Air&EiiiA, tiU the destined youth 
Stept in, with his receipt for making smilei, 
And blanching sables into bridal bloom. 
So wept LoRXNZo foir Ci^ABiUAh fote ; 
Who gaye that angel boy, on whom he dotet ; 
And died to giye him, orphanVl in his birth I 
Not such, Nabcissa, my distress for thee. 
Ill make an altar of thy sacred tomb. 
To sacrifice to wisdom.-— What wast thott f 
«( Toung, gay, and fortunate l^ Each yields a theme. 
Ill dwell on each, to shun thought more seyere ; 
(Heayen knowi I labour with seyerer itUi !) 
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I'll dvrell on each, and quite exliaast thy death. 
A soul without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, first, thy youth. What says it to gprey hair»? 
Narcissa, Pm become thy pilpil now — 
Early, bright, transient, chaste, as morning dew> 
She sparkled, was exhaled, and went to heayen. 
Time on this head has snow'd ; yet still tis home 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's graye. 
Coyer^ with shame I speak it, age seyere 
Old worn-out yice sets down for yirtue £ur ; 
With g^raceless grayity, chastising youth. 
That youth chastised surpassing in a fauit> 
Father of all, forgetfuhiess of death : 
As if, like objects pressing on the sight, 
Death had advanced too near us to be neea: 
Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into ngbt; 
And men might plead prescription from the grare ; 
Deathless, from repetition of reprieye. 
Deathless ?^far from it ! such are dead already ; 
Their hearts are buried, and the w<»rld their graye. 

Tell me, some god ! my guardian angel ! tell. 
What thus infatuates? what enchantment plants 
The phantom of an age tinxt us, and death 
Already at the door? He knocks, we hear. 
And yet we will not hear* What mail defends 
Our untouch'd hearts ? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thousand quirers 
Is daily darted, and is daily shunn'd ? 
We stand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling ; wounded oft ouiselyes ; 
Though blee#Dg with our wounds, immortal sli& ! 
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We see time's farrovrs on anoHiher^s brow, 
And death, intrench^, preparing his assault; 
How few themselres, in that just mirror, see ! 
-Or, seeing, draw their inference as strong! 
There death is certain ; doubtful here : he must. 
And soon ; we may, within an age, expire, [green ; 
Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aims aM 
Like damaged clocks, whose hand and bell dissent ; 
Folly sings six, while nature points at twelre. 

Absurd longevity ! More, more, it cries ; 
More life, more wealth, more trash of every kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when relish foils ? 
Object, and appetite, must club for joy ; 
Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow. 
Baubles, I mean, that strike us from without, 
While nature is relaxing every string ? 
Ask thought for joy ; grow rich, and hoard within. 
Think you the soul, when tiiis life% rattles cease. 
Has nothing of more manly to succeed ? 
Contract the taste immortal ; learn, even now, 
To relish what alone subsists hereafter : 
Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is, to wish to die. 
That wish is praise, and promise ; it applauds 
Past life, and promises our future bliss. 
What weakness see not children in their sires ? 
Grand-dimaoterical absurdities! 
Grey-hair*d authority, to faults of youths 
How shocking! Itnudceafd^y thriceafod; 
And our forst duldhood^ might our last desjnse. 
Peace and esteem is all that age can ho} a. 
Nothing bat wisdom gives the irat; the lut, 
10* 
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Nothing', but the repute of being' wise. 
Folly bars both ; our age is quite ttndkme. 

What folly can be ranker ? Like our shadowB^ 
Our wished lengthen, as our sun declines. 
No wish should loiter, then, this side the grare. 
Our hearts should leare the world, before the kneil 
Calls for our carcasses to mend the soiL 
Enough to lire in tempest, die in port ; 
Age should fly concourse, coyer in retreat 
Defects of judgment, and the will^ subdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the silent, solemn shove 
Of that Vailt ocean it must sail so soon ; 
And put good works on board ; and wait the wind 
That shortly Mows us into worlds unknown : 
If unconiicter^ too, a di^eadful scene ! 

All should be prophets to themselves ; foresee 
Their future fate ; tiieir future fate foretaste ; 
This art waM. waste the bitterness of death. 
The thought of death alone, the fear destroys. 
A disafiection to that precioas thought 
Is more than midnight darkness on the soul. 
Which deeps benea:^ it, on a precipice, 
PufiPd off by the first blast, and lost for erer. 

Dost ask, LoRBN^o, why so wamdy pressM. 
By repetition hammeiM on thine ear, 
The bought of deadif That thought is the machine. 
The grand machine ! that heaves us from the dust, 
And rears us into men. That thoaght plied home^ 
Will soon reduce ^be ghastiy preoH»ce 
O^er-hanging keH, tnll soften the descent. 
And gently slope wa passage to the g^rsve ; 
Howwanidgrtebeinihiil Wlitttlmrtctfileih 
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Would trifle #itii tremendooi ? dirt extremes? 
Tann e%r Oe ftite of infinite? What faeiid, 
Be jond Ibe Ueokett bnnd of oeoBiire bold 
(To speak 4 lugvage too well known to Uiie») 
Woeld ift a mdoieiit give its all to cfaaDoe, 
And stamp the die lor an eternity? 

Aid me, Naacissa ! aid me to Iraep paoe 
With destiii^ ; and, ere her tctwars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tourer thrted 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 
Stioig^ thoa my afaunberini^ reason to send forth 
A thought of ebiemUioB on the foe ; 
To sally ; aad snirey the rappd march 
Of his ten thowsmid m eese ag ers to man ; 
Who, Jsau>-like, behind him tans them alL 
All accident ayart, by mktara sifii^ 
My warrsAt is fose oat, though donnant yet: 
Perhaps behind eae moment lurki my fate* 

Mnst I then forward only look for death ? 
Backward I torn miae eye, and find hhn there* 
Man is a setf-snrnirQr erory year^ 
Man, like a stretm, ia in perpetual flow. 
Death's a destroyer of ^eotidian prey. 
My yonth, my noaa-lide, his ; n^ yestevdey ; 
The bold ipyeder iharai the present hoar. 
Each moment on the former «huts the gptJ^t* 
While man is grewiag, life is in deereifle; 
And cradles mek vm mmrer to the tomb. 
Oar birth is nothing but onr death begva; 
As tapers watte, Ihat iattaiit they take fire. 
Shall we then foar, lest that dMuld come to pam^ 
Which comis Id pMs eaoh BfliMVt of ear hfie? 
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If fear we nrnst, let that death torn us pale, 
Which nrarden ttrengrth and aidour; what lemami 
Should rather call on death, than dread his calL 

Te partners of my fault, and my decKne ! 
Thou^tless of death, but whod your neigfabooi^ kndl 
(Rude yisitant !) knocks hard at your dull seme, 
And with its thunder scarce obtains yoar ear ! 
Be death your tiieme, in every place and hour ; 
Nor longer want, ye monumental sires ! 
A brotiier-tomb to tdl you you shall die. 
That death you dread (so great is nature^ skill !) 
Know, you shall court before yon shall enjoy. 

But you are leamM ; in rohunes deep you ait ; 
In wisdom shallow. Pompous ignorance ! 
Would you be still more learned than the leamM f 
Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that knowledge, iHiieh impanv your sense- 
Our needful knowledge, like our needed food, 
Unhedged, lies open in life^ conmion fidd ; 
And bids all weleome to the Yital feast. 
Yon scorn what lies before you in the page 
Of nature, and experience, morBl truth; 
Of indispcaisable, eternal fruit ; 
Fruit, on whioh mortals feeding, tom to geds : 
And dive in sdenoe for distiogoiilk^ names, 
Dishonest fomentation of yoor pride ; 
ffinking in virtue, as yon rise in fame. 
Tour learning, like the lunar beam, afibrds 
Light, but not heat ; it leaves you undevoot, 
Trozen at heart, while speculation shines. 
Awake, ye curious indagators I foii4 
Of knowing all, bat idtttavays yonknoim* 
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If you would leam death's character, attend : 
All cavts of conduct, all degrees of health, 
AH dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 
Toge&er shook in his impartial urn, 
Come forth at random ; or, if choice is made^ 
The choice is quite sarcastic, and insults 
All bold conjecture, and fond hc^ies of man* 
What countless multitudes not only leaye. 
But deeply disappoint us, by thek deaths ! 
Though great our sorrow, gpreater our surprise. 

Lake other tyrants, death del^hts to smite. 
What, smitten, most proclaims the pride of power. 
And arbitrary nod. His joy supreme. 
To bid the wretch 9unrive the fortunate ; 
The feeUe wrap th* athletic in his shroud ; 
And weeping &thers build their childrmiTs tomb : 
Me thine, Njlmcusa !— What though short thy datel 
Virtue, not railing suns, the mind matures. 
That life is long, which answers life'ft great end. 
The time that bears no fruit, deserres no name ; 
The man of wisdom is the man of years. 
In hoary youth fiilKTHUBAi.Bats may die ; 
Ch how misdated on their flattering tombs ! 
\ Narcissa's youth has lectured me thus fiur. - 
And can her gaiety give counsel too ? 
That, like the Jews' fomed onclt of gems, 
Sparkles instruction ; such as throws new l^t» 
AoA opens more the character oi death ; 
HI known to thee, LomBMzo ! This thy yaunt: 
*^ Giro death his due, the wretched, and the old ; 
£y en let him sweep his rubbish to the graya : 
Let him not yiolale kind aatura^ laws. 
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But own man bom to Ihre, u weQ as die.^ 
Wretched and old thoa g^reit him ; young and gkj 
He takes ; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I proTe, «« The furthest from the hat 
Are often nearest to the stroke of fate ?^ 

All, more than common, menaces an end 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers should emit a flame» 
Glad spirits spaikled from N^ncisaA's eye, 
And made youth younger, and tanght life to liv>e. 
As nature's oppositfifl wage endless war. 
For this offence, as treason to the deep 
Inyiolable stupor of his rngn. 
Where lust, and turbulent amlntioD, sleep. 
Death took swift vengeance. As he lyis detests, 
More Ufe is still more odious ; and, reduced 
By conquest, aggranduEes more his power. 
But wherefore aggrandized? By Heaven^ decree. 
To plant the soul on her eternal guard. 
In awful expectatimi of our end. 
Thus runs death\i dread commission : << Strike, but lo^ 
As most alarms the Mviag l^ the dead.^ 
Hence stratagem deligbti him, and surprise^ 
And cruel sport with man% securities. 
Not simple c<mqmest, triumph is his aim ; 
And, where least fear^ there conquest triumf^ most 
This proves my bold assertkm not too bold. 

What are his arts to lay our fears asleq[) ? 
Tiberian arts his purposes wrap up 
In deep dissimulatiim^ darkest night. 
Like princes unconfessM in Ibrngn courts 
Who travel under ooroi^ death assumes 
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The name aad kiek of life, and dwells VBOcmff xa. 
He takes all shapea that senre his black designs : 
Though master of a wider empire hx 
Than that o^ which the Roman eagle flew ; 
Like Nero, he's a fiddler, charioteer. 
Or drives his phaeton, in female guise ; 
Quite unsuspected, titt, ^e wheel beneath, 
His disarray'd oblation be devours. 

He most affisets the forms least like lumselfy 
His slender self. Hence buriy corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and sleek disguise. 
Behind the roqr Uoom he loves to lurk. 
Or amlwsh in a smfle, or wanton dive 
In dimples deep i lore's eddies^ which draw Is 
Unwary hearts, and sak them in despair. 
Such, on Naucissa^ couch he loitefM long 
Unknown ; and, wImb detected, still was seee 
To smile ; snek peace has innocence m death ! 

Most happy they t whom least his arts deceive. 
One eye on death, and tme ftill fixM on heaven. 
Becomes a mortal, and imraortal man. 
Long on his wiks a piqued and jealous spy, 
IVe seen, or dreamt I saw, tite tyrant dress ; 
Lay by his horrors, and put on lus smiles. 
Say, muse, for thou remember*8t, call it badr, 
And show Lomsiize the surprising scene ; 
If *twas a dream, his genius can explain. 

*Twas in a ekeleof the gay I stood. 
Death would hare enters ; nature pusliM him back ; 
Supported by a doctor tyf r^own, 
His point he gainM ; then artfuSy dismissed 
The sage; for death designM to be oonceaTd 
He gave aa old fxraeioos nnuer 
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His mea^fre aspect, and his naked bones ;^ 
In gratitude for plumping np his prey, 
A pamper'd spendthrift; whose fantastic air, 
Well-fashioned figure, and cockaded brow. 
He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of costly linen, tuckM his filthy shroud. 
His crooked how he straighten^ to a cane ; 
And hid his deadly shafts in Mtra*s eye. 

The dreadful masquerader, thus equipped. 
Out sallies on adrentures. Ask you where ? 
Where is he not? For his peculiar haunts, 
liCt this suffice ; sure as night Allows day, 
Death treads in pleasure's footsteps round the world* 
When pleasure treads the paths which reason shunsw 
When, against reason, riot shuti the door, 
.^nd gaiety supplies the place of sense. 
Then, foremost at the buiquet, and the ball. 
Death leads the dance, or -stamps the deadly die ; 
Nor ever fiuls the midnight bowl to crown. 
Craily carousing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs, to see them laugh at him. 
As absent far : and when the revel bums. 
When fear is banishM, and triumphant thought. 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon. 
Against him turns the key, and bids him sup 
With their progenitors— 4ie drops his mask ; 
Frowns out at full ; they start, despair, expire. 
Scarce with more sudden tenor and surprise. 
From his black mask of nitre, touchy by fire. 
He bursts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And IB not this triumphant treachery. 
And more than simple conquest, in the fiend? 

And now LoRvn so, dost thou wran thy soul - 
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In soft facttrity, because unknowii 

Which moment is commission^ to destroy ^ 

In deaths tmcertainty thy danger lies. 

Is death uncertain? Therefore then be §aMi ; 

FixM as a sentinel, all eye, all ear, 

All expectation of the coming foe. 

Bonse, stand in arms, nor lean against thy spaur{ 

Lest slumber steal one moment o^r thy sonl. 

And fate surprise thee nodding. Watch, be stroof ; 

Thus give each day the merit, and renown, 

Of dying well ; though doomVl but once to die. 

Nor let life's period hidden (as from most) 

Hide too from thee the precious use of life. 

Early, not sudden, was Na&cissa^ fate. 
Soon, not surprising, death his visit paid. 
Her thought went forth to meet him on his way, 
Nor gaiety forgot it was to die : 
Though fortune too (our third and final theme,) 
As an accomplice, pUyM her gaudy plumes, 
And every glittering gewgaw, on her sight, 
To dasEzle and debauch it from its mark. 
Death's dreadful advent is the marie of man ; 
And every thought that misses it, is blind. 
Fortune, with youth and gaiety, conspired 
To weave a triple wreath of happiness 
(If happiness on earth) to crown her brow. 
And could death charge through such a shining shield? 

That shining shield invites the ^yrant'k spear. 
As if to damp our elevated aims. 
And strongly preach humility to man. 
O how portentous is prospmty ! 
How, conet-JikiB» it tJa w atens , whfla it shines! 
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Few yean but yield ui jmiofii <»f deatik% ambitiany 
To cull his Tictims f ram tfae-fairest fold, 
And sheath his shafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundanoe, puri^ed o^er 
With recent honours, Uoom'd with e^ery bliss. 
Set up in ostentation, nmde the gaze, 
The gaudy centre of the public eye ; 
When fortune thus has tossed her child in air, 
Snatched from the coFert of an humble state. 
How often hare I seen him dropp'd at once. 
Our morning's envy ! and our evening^ sig^ I 
As if her bounties were the signal giren, 
The flowery wreath to mark the sacrifice. 
And call deaths arrows on the destined prey. 

High fortune seems in cruel league with fate* 
Ask you, for what? To give his war cm man 

The deeper dread, and more illustrious spoil ; 

Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 

And bums Lorenzo still for the sublime 

Of life ? to hang his airy nest on high. 

On the sli^t timber of the topmast bough, 

tlock'd at each breeze, and menacing a fall? 

Granting grim death at equal distance there s 

Yet peace begins just where ambition ends. 

What makes man wretched ? Happiness denied? 

Lorenzo ! no : 'tis haf^funess disdained. 

She comes too meanly dress'd to win our smile : 

And calls herself Content, a hmndy name ! 

Our flame is transport, and content our scorn. 

Ambition turns, and shuts the door against her. 

And weds a toil, a tempest, in her stead ; 

A tempest to wann transport near of kin. 
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^nkaowini^ what oar mortal state admiti, 
Life^ modest joys we mm, while we raiae ; 
And all our ecstaries are woonds to peace; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind bekw. 

And since tfay peace is dear, ambitioiis jmidif 
Of fortune fond ! as thonghtless of thy fete ! 
As late I drew death's pictnre, to stir np 
Thy wholesome fears ; now, drawn in contrast, see 
Gay fortuned, thy rain hopes to reprimand. 
See, \agh in air, the sporthre goddess hangs, 
Unlocks her casket, spreads her guttering ware, 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 
Her random bounties o'er the gafnng throng 
All rash rapacioas ; friends o'er trodden iriends ; 
Sons o'er their fethers, subjects o'er thdr kings, 
Priests o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still more adored) to snatch the golden shower. 

Gold glitters most, where rirtue diines no more ; 
As stars from absent suns hare leave to shine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkenn^^ tram tine prisons, and the stews. 
Pour in, all opening in their idols praise ; 
All, ardent, eye each waftore of her hand. 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morsel on morsd swallow down unchew'd. 
Untasted, through mad appetite for more ; 
Gorged, to the throat, yet lean and ravenous stifl : 
Sagacious all, to trace the smallest game. 
And bold to seize the greatest. If (blessM chance !) 
Coart->zepfayrs sweetly breathe, they launch, they fly. 
O'er just, o'er sacred, aU-forbidden ground. 
Drunk with the burning scent of place or power. 
Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 
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Or, if for men 3^011 take tliem, ai I mark 
Their mannen, thoa tbeir various fates surrey. 
With aim mismeasnred, and impetooas speed, 
Some darting^, strike their ardent wish far oS^ 
Throng fury to possess it: some snoceed. 
Bat stumble, and let Mi the taken prize. 
From some, by sadden blasts, ^tiB whirlM airay, 
And lodged in bosoms that ne%r dreamt of gala. 
To some it sticks so ckise, that, when torn oS^ 
Tom is tHe man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o^-enamourM of their bags, run mad. 
Groan under gold, yet weep lor want of bread. 
Together some (unhappy rirals !) seicey 
And rend abundance into porerty; 
Loud croaks tiie ra? en of the law, and smiles : 
Smiles too the goddess ; but snules most at those, 
(Just yictims of exorbitant desire !) 
Who perish at their own request, and, whelmM 
Beneath her load of lavish grants, expire. 
Fortune is famous for her nun^ier slain : 
The number small, which happiness can bear. 
Though Tarious for awhile tl^eir fates ; at last 
Ohe curse inT<dves them all ; at deaths approach, 
All read their riches backward into loss, 
And mourn, in just proportion to their store. 

And deaths approach (if orthodox my song) 
Is bastenM by the lure of fortuned smfles. 
And art thou still a glutton of bright goldf 
And art thou still rapacious of thy ruin ? 
Death lores a shining mark, a signal blow ; 
A blow, which,^while it executes, alarms ; 
And startles thousands with a single falL 
As when some stately growth of oak, or pinoi 
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Wbkh nods aloft, and proudly spreads her ahade. 
The 8011% defiance, and the flock% delence; 
By the strong atrakes of labonrinif hinds snhdiied, 
Lood groans her last, and, nishmg from her hei^^t^ 
In cnmbroos rain, tfaanders to the groond : 
The conscioQS forest trembles at the shook, 
And hill, and stream, and distant dale, resound. 

These high-aim^ darts of des^ and these aloiie, 
Should I coUeot, my <{aiFer would be fiiU: 
A qoirer, which, suspended in mid air, 
Or near hearen^ archer, in the sodiae, kung 
(So could it be,) should diaw.tfae public eye, 
Hie gaze and contemplation of mankind t 
A constellation awful, yet benign, 
To guide the gay through Ufe% tempestuous wire ; "^ 
Nor suffer them to strike the common rock, 
*' From greater danger to grow more securey 
And, wrapt in happiness, finget their ^Uie.** 

Ltsahder, happy past the common lot. 
Was wam^ of danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo^d the fair Astasia : she was kind ; 
In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were ble«M : 
An who knew, envied; yet in envy lored. 
Can fancy form more finishM happiness ? 
FixM was the nuptial hour. Her stately dome 
Rose on the sounding beach. The glittering qpiret 
Float in the ware, and break against the shore : 
So break those glittering shadows, human joys. 
The faithless morning smiled : he takes his leare. 
To re-embrace, in ecstasies, at eve. 
The rising storm forbids. The news arriTes ; 
Untold, she saw it m her serrant^ eye. 
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She felt it seen (her heart was apt to feel ;) 
And, droiri^d, without iAxe fiirioas ocean% aid. 
In suffocadng sorrows, shares his lomb. 
Now, round the sumptuous bridal monument, 
The guilty billows innocently roar ; 
And the rough sailor, passing*, drops a tear. 
A tear ! can tears suffice ? — but not for me. 
How vain our efforts ! and our arts, how vain ! 
The distant train of thought I took, to ^hun. 
Has thrown me on my fate— these died together ; 
Happy in ruin ! undivOTced by death ! 
Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is peace— 
Narcissa ! pity bleeds at thought of thee. 
Tet thou wast only near me ; not myself. 
Survive myself? — That cures all other woe. 
Narcissa lives ; Philander is forgot. 
O the soft cmnmerce ! O the tender ties. 
Close-twisted with the fibres of the heart ! 
Which, broken, break them ; and drain off the soul 
Of human joy ; and make it pain to live— 
And is it then to live ? When such friends part, 
*Tis the survif or dies— My heart ! no more. 
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NIGHT THE SIXTH. 



mrroEL reclaimed. 

COirTAimifO THE NATURE, PROOF, AND IXPOS. 
TANCE OF IHMORTALITT. 

PART THE FIRST. 

WHERE, AMONG OTHER THmOB, 

OLORT AND RICHES ARE PARTICULARLY COM^ 
SIDERED. 



PREFACE. 

TEW ajTes have been deeper in dispute about reti^on &an 
this. Ine dispute about relinon, and the practice of it, seldom 
eo together. The shorter, merefore, Ihe dispute, the better. 
I think it may be reduced to this single question. Is man im« 
mortal, or is he not.^ If he is not, all our disputes are men 
amusements, or trials of skilL In this case, truth, reason, 
reh'gion, whkh give our discourses such pomp and solenmitjr,. 
are (as will be shown) mere empty sounds^ witfiout an^ mean- 
ing in diem. But if man is immortal, it will behove him to be 
reiy serious about eternal consequences ; or, in otiier words, 
to be truly religious. And this great fundamental truth, un- 
•stabltshed or uiiawakened in me minds of men is, I con- 
ceive, the real source and support of all our infidelity *, how 
remote soever the particular objections advanced may seem 
iDbefirumit 



d by Google 



IS8 MLIFACX. 

Sensible appMmices aflect moet men nrach more fban ab- 
itract reaioninn ; and we daily see bodies drop around lusbat 
tibe sool is invisible. The power ^diich inclmation has oter 
the judgment, is fp«ater Aaa can be well conceived by flioM 
that have not had an experience of it ; and of what numberi 
is it the sad interest tfiat souls should not survive ! Tlie headioi 
world confessed, that diey rather hoped dian fiimhr believed 
immortalilj ; and how many heathens have we still amonnt 
ns! The sacred page assures us, that life and immortafitr 
are brought to lirht by the Gospel : but by how many li 
the Gospel rejected or overlooked! From these considerations, 
and from my being, accidentally, privy to Ihe pentiments of 
some particular Derscms, I have been long persuaded that most, 
if not all, our infidels (whatever name ^ysy take, and whatever 
scheme, for aigument*s sake, and to keep themselves in coun- 
tenance, diey patronise) are supported in their d^lonUe 
error, by some CKMibt of tneir immortalitv, at tfie bottom. And 
I am satisfied, that men once tfaorou|fiily ccmvinced of ^ir 
immortality, are not £nr from beii^Chns^ans. For it is hard to 
conceive, that a man fully conscious eternal pain or happiness 
wilt certainly be his lot, should not earnestly and impartiallj 
inquire afler ^ surest means of escaping the one, and secnrinr 
the other. And of such an earnest and inqiartial inqoiiy, I 
well know the consequence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of tiiis most fundamental trodi, 
tome plain ai^uments are oflfered : arguments derived fiponi 
principles vr^ch infidels admit in common with Ixdievers : 
arguments, which appear to me altogether irresistible ; and 
such as, I am satisfieo, will have g^rest weight with all who 

S've themselves the small trouble of kwking seriously inio 
eir own bosoms, and of observing, with any tolerable degree 
of attention, what daily passes round about mem in die world. 
If some arguments shall here occur which others have declined, 
tiiey are submitted with all deference, to better judgments in 
this, of all points tfie most important For, as to the beinfi^ 
of a God, that is no longer oisputed; but it is undisputed 
for this i«ason only; viz. because, where the least pretence 
to reason is admitted, it must for ever be indisputable. 
And, of consequence, no man can be betrayed into a dis* 
pute of tfiat nature by vanity ; which has a principal share 
m animating our modem combatants against other articles 
ef our belief 
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THE 

INFroEL RECLAIMED. 

PART THE FIRST. 



^ TO THB 

RIGHT HONOURiJILS HENRT PELHAM, 

n&fiT LORD COMMISSIOVER OF THK TRBABVRT, ATO 
CBABCELLOR OV THE BXCHEAVER. 



She * (for I knovr not yet her name in Iimtmi) 
Not eailj, like N arciss a, left the icene ; 
Nor sodden, like Pkilaitdbr. What ayail? 
This seeming mitigation but inflames ; 
This fiincied medicine heightens the disease. 
The longer known, the closter still she grew ; 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 
Til the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts. 
By tardy pressure's still-increasing weight. 
From hardest hearts, confession of distress. 

O the long, dark approach through yean cf paili» 
Death\i gallery ! (might I dare to call it so) 
Wi^ dinmal doubt, and sable terror, hung; 
Sick hope'k pale lamp its only glimmering ray : 

t • Refemof to Nif ht ftt Fiftli. 
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There, fete my melancholy walk ordained. 

Forbid lelf-lore itself to flatter, there. 

How oft I gazed, prophetically sad ! 

How oft I saw her dead, while yet in smiles ! 

In smiles she sunk her gprief, to lessen mine* 

She spoke me comfort, and increased my pain. 

Lake powerful armies trenching at a town. 

By slow, and silent, but resistless sap. 

In his pale progress gfently gaining ground. 

Death urged his «ieadlysi^;e; in spite of art, 

Of all the balmy blessings nature lends 

To succour frail humanity. Te stars ! 

(Not now first made familiar to my sight) 

And thou, O moon ! bear witness ; many a night 

He tore the pillow from beneath my head. 

Tied down my sore attention to the shock. 

By ceaseless depredations on a life 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful post 

Of obseryation ! darker every hour ! 

Less dread the day that drove me to the brink, 

And pointed at eternity below ; 

When my soul shudderM at futurity ; 

When, on a mementos point, th^ important die 

Of life and death spun doubtful, ere it fell. 

And turned up life ; my title to more woe. 

But why more woe ? More comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wtsh'd to die ; 
Nothing is dead, but wretchedness and pain ; 
Nothing is dead, but what encumbered, g^'d. 
Blocked up the pass, and barred from resd life. 
Where dwells that wish most ardent of the wise ? 
Toodaricth«8UQt0 8eeit; highest stars 
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Too loir to Ttach it ; ^eath, gpreat death alone, 
0*er Stan and sun, trhunphant, lands os there. 

Nor dreadful our trannticm ; though the mind, 
An artist at creating^ self-alarms, 
Rich in expedients for inqnietnde, 
Is prone to point it dreadful. Who can take 
Deaths portrait trae ? The tfrant never sat. 
Our sketch all random strokes, conjecture all ; 
Close shuts the grare, nor tells one single tale» 
Death, and his image rising in the brain. 
Bear faint resemblance ; nerer are alike ; 
Fear shakes the pencil ; fancy loves excess ; 
Daik igniorance is larish of her shades : 
And these the fonnidable i»cture draw. 

But grant the worst ; *tis past ; new prospects lisei 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim ; 
Views that o'erpay the rigours of our life ; 
Views that suspend our agonies in death. 
Wrapt in the thought of immortality. 
Wrapt in the single, the trhmiphant thought ! 
Long life might lapse, age unperceived come on ; 
, And find the soul unsated with her th«me. 
Its nature, proof, importance, fire my song. 
O that my song couM emulate my soul ! 
like her immortaL No ! — ^the soul disdains 
A mark so mean ; far nobler hope inflames ; 
If endless ages can outweigh an hour. 
Let not die laurel, but the palm, inspire. 

Thy nature, immortality ! who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not? It is but life 
In Btvonger thread of brighter cdour spun, 
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In St^grian dye, bow blw^ bow brittie tare ! 
How short our correspondenee with the sun ! 
And, while it lasts, ingloriooB ! Our best deeds. 
How wanting in their weight ! Oar highest jogfs 
Small cordials to support ns in oar pam, 
And give us str^igth to sofifer. Bathow groat 
To mingle interests, conrerse, amities, 
With all the sons of reason, scatterM wide 
Through habitable qpooe, whererer bom. 
However endow'd ! to lire free eitiiens 
Of uniyersal natore ! to lay hold. 
By more than feeble fiaith, on the Soprene! 
To call hearen^ rich un£Bithoini^le mines 
(Bfines, which support archangels in liwir state) 
Our own ! to rise in science, as in bliss, 
Initiate in the secrets of the skies ! 
To read creation ; read iti mighty plan 
In the bare bosom of the Deity! 
The plan, and execution, to collate I 
To see, before each glaiuse oi pierdng tbonght. 
All cloud, all shadow, blown reoiote ; and lea?* 
No mystery — ^but that of lore dirine, 
Which lifts us on the seraphs flaming wing. 
From earths aceldama, this field of Uood, 
Of inward anguish, and of outward ill. 
From darkness, and from dust, to sudi a scmm 
Lore^s element ! true joy^ illustrious home ! 
From earth's sad contrast (now deplored) more Mrf 
What exquisite yicissitude of fiite ! 
Blessed absolution of our blackest hour ! 
LoBBNzo, these are thoa|^ tbat make naa maa, 
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The wise ilhuiikie, aggnadte the greet. 
Hoir great (fHiiie yet we tread tiie kMred clod. 
And ereiy mement f&ar to sink beneatk 
The clod we tread; soon trodden bj owr sent;) 
How great, in the wild whirl of time^ pursuit^ 
To 8top, and pause, inrolred in high presage, 
Through the long rista of a thousand years, . 
To stand coQtemplafing onr distant sehres. 
As ill V nuginfying mirror seen, 
Ihilarged, ennobled, derate, drrine ! 
To prophesy our own ftitnrities ; 
To gaze in thought on what all thought traaaoends ! 
To talk, Witti MIow candidates, of joys 
As far beyond oenception as desert, 
Ourselres €b? astonisk^d talkers, and the tale ! 
LoBxn^o^ swelk thy bosom at the thought? 
The sweH becomes thee: tis an honest i»ide. 
RerereftfaytfiM;-«-Bnd yet thyself despise. 
Hu nature no man can oi^er-rate; and none 
Can under-rate his metit. Take good heed. 
Nor there be modest, where Ihon shouldest be {Hroud; 
That almost unirersal error shun. 
. How just (Mur pride, when we befadd those heights t 
Not those ambition paints in ak, but those 
Beas<m points out, and ardent yirtue gains ; 
And angrie emulate ; our pride how just ! 
When m e unt we? when these riiaekles east? whMi^^ 
This cell of the creation ? thia small nest, 
Stuck in a comer of the uniT'erse, 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-qpn air? 
Fin»>spun to sense ; but gross md feculent 
To senlrodw ti il; souls ordainM to breathe 
12 
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AmbroBial gales, and drink a purer 8ky 
Greatly triumphant on HmeH further shore, 
Where yirtue reig^, enrichM with full arrean ; 
While pomp imperial begs an alms of peace. 

In empire high, or in prond science deep, 
Ye bom of earth ! on what can you confer, 
With half the dignity, with half the gain. 
The gust, the glow of rational delight, 
As on this theme, which angels {nraise and share ! . 
Man^s fates and favours are' a theme in heaven. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here ! 
What periodic potions for the sick ! 
DistemperM bodies ! and distemper^ minds ! 
In an eternity, what scenes riiall strike ! 
Adventures thicken ! novelties surprise ! 
What webs of wonder shall unravel, there ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven. 
And light th* Almighty^s footsteps in the deep ! 
How shall the blessed day of our dischaige 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate. 
And straighten its inextricable maze! 

If unextinguishable thirst in man 
To know ; how rich, how fall, our banquet there! 
There, not the moral worid alone unfolds ; 
The world material, lately seen in shades. 
And, in those shades, by fragments only seen. 
And seen those fragments by the labouring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illustrious, iBind entire. 
Its ample sphere, its universal frame, 
In Adl dimensions, swells to the survey;' 
And enters, at one glance, the ravishM sight 
From some superior point (where, who can tell ? 
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Si^Bce it, His ft pcnnt where gods reside) 
Hoir shall the stranger man^ illumined eye, 
In the rast ocean of unbounded space. 
Behold an infinite of floating worids 
Divide the crystal wares of aether pure. 
In endless royage, without port ! The least 
Of these disseminated orbs, how great ! 
Great as they are, what numbers these surpass^ 
Huge, as LeYiatLan, to that small race. 
Those twinkling multitudes of little life. 
He swallows unperceired ! Stupendous these ! 
Yet what are these stupendous to the whole ! 
As particles, as atoms ill perceived ; 
As circulating globules in our veins ; 
So vast the plan. Fecundity divine ! 
Exuberant source ! perhaps I wrong thee still 

If admiration is a source of joy. 
What transport hence ! Tet this the least in heareii* 
What this to that illustrious robe He wears. 
Who tossed this masa of wonders from his hand, 
A specimen, an earnest of his power ! 
9Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows. 
As the mead^s meanest flowret to the sun, ' 
Which gave it birth. But what, this Sun of heaven; 
This bliss supreme of the supremely blessM ? 
Death, only death, the question can resolve 
By death, cheap-bought th' ideas of our joy 
The bare ideas ! Solid happiness 
So distant from its shadow chased below. 

And chase we still the phantom through the fire, 
O^er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? 
And toil we still for sublunary pay ? 
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Defy the dangors ef tbe ^eld aad Jood, 

Or, spider^ifee, spin out our ]»rec»ou8 9JI9 

Our more than jitals apin (if no rqgs^ 

To gnreat futurity) in curious webs 

Of subtle though and exquisite design 

(Fine net-woi^ of the brain,) to catch a fly ! 

The momentary buz of vain renown ! 

A name ! a mortal immortality ! 

Or (meaner still) instead of grasping air, 

For sordid lucre plunge we in the inire ? 

Drudge, sweat, through every shame, for erery gain» 

For vile contaminating trash ; throw up 

Our hope in heaven, our dignity with man ; 

And deify the dirt, matured to gold ? 

Ambition, avarice ; the two dsemons these, 

Which goad through eveiy slough our human herd. 

Hard-travelled from the cradle to the grave. 

How low the wretches stoop ! how steep they climb ! 

These daemons bum mankind ; but most possess 

Ijorenbo^s besom, and turn out the skies. 

Is it in tune to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the shore 
To cover ocean ? or a mote, tiie sun ? 
Glory and wealth ! have tiiey this blinding power? 
What if to them I prove Loreneo blind? 
Would it surprise thee ? Be thou then surprised ; 
Thou neither know'st : their nature learn from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as these subjects seem, 
What close connexion ties them to my theme. 
First, what is true ambition ? The pursuit 
Of glory, nothing less than man can share. 
Were they as vain as^udy-minded man, 
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As flatolant with fumes of self-tipplaiise. 
Their arts and ooDquests animals migfat hoatt. 
And clami their laurel crowns, as well as we; 
But not celestial. Here we stand akme ; 
As in our form, distinct, pre-eminent. 
If prone in thought, our stature is our shame 9 
And man should hlush, his forehead meeti te akiea» 
The Tisible and present are for brutes, 
A slender portion! and a narrow bound ! 
These reason, with an eoiergy divine. 
Overleaps; and claims the future and unseen ; 
The yast unseen ! the future fathomless ! 
When the great soul buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving gross nature^ sedimenti below ; 
Then, and then onty, Adam^ oflbpring quits 
The sage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Asserts his rank, and rises into man. 
This is ambition : this is human fire. 

Can parts or place (two bold pretenders !) make 
LoBXNSo great, and i^uck him (ram the throng? 

Crenius and art, ambition^ bosisted wings, 
Our boast but Ul deserve. A feeble aid !* 
Dedalian enginery ! If these alone 
Assist our flight, fiune'tt flight ii g^ory^s fhlL 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne^r so high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch when I behold. 
When I behold a genius bright, and base, 
Of towering talents, and terrestrial aims ; 
Methinks I see, as thrown from her high sphere, 
The glorious fragments of a ^oul immortal. 
With rubbish mix'd, and glittering in the dust 
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Struck at tbe<i|^iidid, mebneMgr agiit, 
At oncei99mp»uixmmiU B^^Borj^ ifee - ji . 
But wh^iwfaige nmji Talmits Mgel-briglit, 
If wanting w«iir^ ire ■mMny ihiitruiiieoti 
In fftlse ambition's iaad^ to £iiiah faidti 
Illu8lri9U£b mdgiw ioSmasf remawm. 

£b^t W Is i»» ai)hkT«m€uit of unreal pcHPen. 
Plain sense but I9««ly icads us fio- «ftriij« 
Reason the meMM, atfaotkais dioose oor^od; 
Means hare no xMtUt^ if onr end amiii. 
If wroi|gr.9|urj)eMiB, onr beads are xi^ in Taias 
What is a Pjciubam's bead, to Pjxham^s heart? 
Hearto aie propiletoxBio aH apphuue. 
Ri^ht ends, and meaas, make mwAom : wadS^j^nAt^ 
Is but bail*wkted, at its bi|^t praise. 

Let greniMi tben despair to make thee great; 
Nor flatter station : what is elation h%h? 
Tis a proud mendicant; it boasts, and begs; 
It l»f^. am ftJsM of homage from the thF(»g, 
And eft the ^urong denies its <^arity. 
Monarch9,^md ministers, are awfol names ; 
Whoever wear them, challenge ow dereir. 
Region, public older, both exact 
External honage, and a suf^le knee, 
To beings pompoudy set np, to serf« 
The meanest slare : all more is merits doe. 
Her sacred and invif^able ri|^t ; 
Nor erer paid the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts iie%r bow but to supeiior worth; 
Nor e^er fiul of their allegfiance there. 
Fools, indeed, drop the man in tiiw account, 
And 70t» tin oMm^ into mi^estf. . 
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Let the smaU aa?9ge boatt los aikerivr ; 

Hia m^ jndie, wibaRmr'd, and nnbMickt 

His (vrD« tooendiiig: iuafy {ram Ui ■«•• 

Shall man lie joond to wear his liresjr, 

Apd^cnds IB •ermiae flooTA a «iNd iiatiMHl? 

Can place cr lessen us, or aggpcaadifee ? 

Pygmies are pygmies stiH, though percM «a A^ $ 

ibid pyramids aie .pyramids in rates. 

Each man makes has mm statufe, builds himself: 

Virtue alone ouAmflds the pyramids : 

Her monuments sbafllaet, iviien I^gyip^ £iU 

Of tliMe sure initiui dost ten demand the OMsef 
The cauae is lodged inmunoitality. 
Hear, and assent. I^y bosom bnms far ftmtin 
What ateliin charms itmef J'U jnsUll thee thenei 
*Ti8 thine, ilnd art thooi^feater tibanbe&ra? 
Then thou bv^nie wait something less #011 mMa. 
Has thy new 90U betray^ thee iato poiek? 
That treacherous inide hetn^ thy digo^ ; 
That pride defiunes Immaoity, aiad caiSs 
The being mean, whicAi stafi or stdags can raise. 
That pride, lil^e hooded hewhs, in darteoess soaxi» 
From blindness bold, and towering to the skies* 
rris bom of ignorance, wbioh knows not man: 
An angel's second ; n<nr his second loBg. 
A NxBo quitting his imperial throne, 
And courting glory from tike tinkling strim^, 
But faintly shadows an immortal soul, 
With empire's self, to pride, or raptnre, fimL 
If nobl^ motives minister no cm», 
EtHi yanity forbids thee to be rain* 
. Hi^ worth is derated place : His move ; 



d by Google 



14a THE COB»I.AIlfT. mOKT TI. 

It makes the poot stand candidate for thee ; 

Makes more than monarchs, makes an honest man : 

Thoug^h no exchequer it commands, His wealtii ; 

And though it wears no ribband, His renown ; 

Renown that would not quit thee though )lisgTace4» 

Nor leare thee pendent on a master's smile. 

Other ambition nature interdicts ; 

Nature proclaims it most absurd in man^ 

By pointing at his origin and end : 

Milk, and a swathe, at first, his whole demand; 

His whole domain, at last, ^ turf, or stone ; 

To whom, between, a world majr seem too smalL 

Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of just ambition, to the grand result, 
The curtain's falL There, see the busldnVl chief- 
Unshod behind this momentary scene ; 
Reduced to his own stature, low or high. 
As rice, or yirtue, sinks him, or sublimes ; 
And laugh at this fantastic mummery. 
This antic prelude of gprotesque events. 
Where dwarfs are often stilted, and betray 
A littleness of soul by worlds o'er-run. 
And nations laid in blood. Dread sacrifice 
To Christian pride ! which had with horror ihock'd 
The daricest Pagans, offerM to their gods. 

O thou moH ChrMan enemy to peace ! 
Again in anns ? again proyoking fate ? 
That prince, and that alone, is truly gpreat, 
Who draws the sword reluctant, gladly sheadiei ; 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs. 
And makes his throne a scaffold to the skies. 

Why this 80 rare? Because forgot of all. 



d by Google 



The daf lOf ^toth; ^diat Tvneraftde daf, 

Wludi sits as jvd^e ; that daj, wiiiofa shall iMfoaoimoe 

On aU.«iirida^, absolve tiiem, cnr condemn. 

LoRENZQ, neirer Jhnt tbf tiumght against it ; 

Be lerees ue^er so IdU, afioid it loom, 

And giv«it»Qdience in the cabinet 

That friend oonsiilted, flatteries apart, 

Will teU theefior, if Hbma art great, or mean. 

To dote on aught many leare us, or be left, 
Is that ambition ? Then iet flames descend. 
Point to the (Centre Hmr sn^ierted spires. 
And learn humiliation from a soul. 
Which boasts ^r lineage from xselestisd fire. 
Yet these are they the world pronounces wise ; 
The .woild, ivrhidi cancels nature^ nght and wfong , 
And casts >neir n'isdom : e^ Ibe g^TC man iendi 
His solemn face, to^xmntenanccUie^xJin. 
Wisdom for parts, is siadnefls for ibe mMit* 
This stamps the pavadox, and giw^» us leave 
To call the ^visest iPesdE, tiie richest poor, 
The most ambitious, unambitioiiB, mean ; 
In triumph mean, a«id abject on a ^fbrone. 
Nothing can make it less than mad m man« 
To put forth aH bis s^oiht, all his art. 
And give his soul her liill unbounded flight. 
But .reacbing fiim, w^ gaye her wings to ffy. 
When blind ambition qnite mistakes her road. 
And downwavd pores, ^ that which shines abore, 
Substantbd happiness, and isue renown ; 
Then, like an idiot, gazing on i3ae brook, 
We leap a,t4rtara, and ftisten in the mud ; 
At gloxy grasp, and siidc in infiunjr. 
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AmbitioB I powerftil Bomce of good and ill ! 
Thy strength in man, like leng^ of wing in birds, 
When disengaged from earth, with greater ease 
And swifter flight transports us to the skies ; 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemired. 
It turns a curse ; it is our chain, and scouige, 
In this dark dungeon, where confined we lift 
Close grated by the sordid bars of sense ; ' 
All prospect of eternity shut out; 
And, but for execution, ne^er set free. 

With error in ambition j«stly charged. 
Find we Lorenzo wiser in his wealth ? 
What if thy rental I reform ? and draw 
An inrentory new, to set thee right? 
Where thy true treasure ? Gold says, "Not in me s* 
And, " not in me,** the diamond. Crold is poor; 
Indian insc^ent : seek it in th3rself, 
8eek in thy naked self, and find it there ; 
In being so descended, formed, endows ; 
Sky-bom, sky-guided, sky-returning race ! 
Erect, immortal, rational, divine ! 
In senses, which inherit earth, and heavens ; 
Enjoy the yarioos riches nature yields ; 
Far nobler ! give the riches they enjoy ; 
Give taste to fruits ; and harmony to groves ; 
Their radiant beams to gold, and goid^ bright sire ; 
Take in, at once, the landscs^ of the world, 
At a small inlet, which a grain might close. 
And half create the wondrous worid they see. 
Our senses, as our reason, are divine. 
But for the magic oigan^s powerful chaitn, 
Earth were a rude, uncolcNir'd chaos stilL 
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Objects are bat th' occasion ; ours th' exploit; 

Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 

Which nature^ admirable picture draws ; 

And beautifies creation's ample dome. 

Like Milton's Ere, when g^ing on the lake, 

Man makes the matchless imag^e man admires. 

Saj, then, shall man, his thoughts all sent abroad, 

Superior wonders in himself foigot. 

His admbration waste on objects round, 

When Heaven makes him the soul of all he sees ? 

Absurd ! not rare ! so great, so mean, is man. 

What wealth *n senses such as these ! What wealtii 
In fancy, fired to form a fairer scene 
Than sense surveys ! in memory's firm record. 
Which, should it perish, could this world recall 
From the dark shadows of overwhelming years^ 
In colours fresh, originally bright, 
Preserve its portrait, and report its fate ! 
What wealth in intellect, that sovereign power ! 
Which sense and fancy summons to the bar ; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 
And from the mass those underling^ import, 
From their materials, sifted and refined, 
And in truth's balance accurately weigh'd. 
Forms art and science, government and law ; 
The solid basis, and the beauteous frame. 
The vitals and the g^race of civil life ! 
And manners (sad exception !) set aside, 
Strikes out, with master hand, a copy fair 
Of His idea, whose indulgent thought 
liong, long ere chaos teem'd, plann'd humaA bliss. 
Wbat wealth in souls that soar, dive, range around, 
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Disdainii^^ liadt, or from place (ht time ; 
And hear at once, in thoi%ht extensire, heatf 
Th* Almighty FmI, and the trtimpet^ MNmd ! 
Bold, on creation^s outside walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e^ shall he; 
Commanding, wiUi omnipotence of thooghty 
Creaticms new in fancy^s field to rise ! 
Souls that can gra^ whatever fla? Almig^ niade» 
And wander wM throiUgh things impossible ! 
What wealth, in fiMmlties of endless growtb, 
In quenchless passiims yiotent to crave. 
Id liberty to choose, in power to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches rise !) 
Duration to perpetuato boundless b^s ! 

Ask you, what pow^ resides in feeble maaa 
That bliss to gain P Is virtue^s, th^n^ unknown ? 
Virtue, our present peace, our future priae. 
Man's unprecarioUB, natural estate, 
ImproveaUe at wiU, in virtue lies ; 
Its tenure sttre ; its income is ^yine. 

High-built abundance, hettp on hewp ! for wltftt? 
To breed new wiants, and beggar us t^ more; 
Then, make a ridier scramble for the throng?^ 
Soon as this ftebte pulse, w^ich leape so long 
Almost by miraiele, is tired wkh play^ 
Like rubbish ftom dispfoding et^nes tlffOwn> 
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diverse ; 4y to fin^igners, to foes ; 
New masters court, and caH the former fooI», 
(How justly !) for dependence on their stay. 
Wide scatter, first, our play-things ; then, oui^ dxatt} 

Dotff'Ccmrt ftbuaftaiice fiMT the sake of peaicef 
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fjeani, and lament thy self-defeated scheme : 
Riches enable to be richer still ; 
And, richer stiU, what mortal can resist ? 
Thus wealth (a cruel task-master !) enjoins 
New toils, succeeding toils, and endless train ! 
And murders peace, which tau|^t it first to shintf* 
The poor are half as wretched as the rich; 
Whose proud and painful priyilege it is. 
At once, to bear a double load of woe ; 
To feel the stings of envy, and of want. 
Outrageous want ! both Indies cannot cure. 

A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not disease ; 
Sick, or encumberM, is our happiness. 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where Heaven can give no more ! 
More, like a flash of water from a lock, 
Quickens our spirit's movement for an hour; 
But soon its force is spent, nor rise our joys 
Above our native temper's common stream. 
Hence disappointment lurks in every prize, 
As bees in flowers ; and stings us with success. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns; 
Nor knows tlie wise are privy to the lie. 
Much learning shows how little mortals know ; 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy : 
At best, it babies us with endless toys. 
And keeps us children till we drop to dust 
As monkejrs at a mirror stand amazed. 
They fail to find what they so plainly see ; 
Thus men, in shining riches, see the face 
Of happiness, nor know it is a shade ; 
13 
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But gaxe, and tcmeh, and peep, and peep afam, 
And wish, and wonder it is idNMMit stilL 

How few can resoue opulence fram want ! 
Who liyes to oaiiure, nxekj can be poor; 
Who lires to fancy, never can be lidu 
Poor IB the man in debt ; the man of gold^ 
In debt to fortune, trembles at her power. 
The man of reason smiles at her, and death. 
O what a patrimony this ! A bein|^ 
Of such inherent streng^ and majesfy, 
Not worlds possessed can raise it ; worlds destroyVI 
Can^ injure ; which holds on its glorious course^ 
When thine, O nature ! endte ; too blessed to mourn 
Creation^s obsequies. Whs^ taseasure ^is ! 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

Immortal ! Ages past, yet nothing gene ! 
Mom without ewe ! a race without a goal I 
Unshorten'd by {u^ogression. infinite ! 
Futurity for ever futmre ! lifo 
Beginning still where computation ends ! 
rris the description of a deity ! 
^is the des<»riptian of the meanest sla?e : 
The meaner ^ve dares then Lobsnzo sconir? 
The meanest slave tiiy sove ign gloiy sbaras. 
Proud, youth ! fostidious of the low^ woridl ' 
Man^s Iftwful pride includes humility ; 
Stoops to the lowest; ia too crraatto find 
Inferiors ; aU immortal ! brothers all ! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 

Immortai.! What oan^strilie the senae 80 strongs 
As this the soul? It thunders to the tiMNiglit; 
ReasoQ amazes ;:8ratit diio'eiwhdmsl 



d by Google 



No more we •lumber on ihe hvisk. of ftte: 
Routed at the sound, th* exulting^ sound asoendfj 
And breatbes her nvtiTe air ; an air that feeds 
Ambitions hi^h, and fans sothereal fires : 
Qoidk kindles idl that is divine ^thin us ; 
Nor leaves one loiterinf^ thought beneath the stan* 

Has not Lo&bnzo's bosom caught the fiane f 
Immortal ! Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy ! how would thrones adoooe I 
Because His common, is the blesung lost? 
How this ties up the bounteous hand of Hearea ! 
O yain, rain, rain, all else ! Eteniitf ! 
A glorious, and a needful refoge, that. 
From vfle imprisonment in abject views, 
rris immortality. His that alone. 
Amid life's pains, abasements, emptinessy 
The soul can comfort, elevate, and filL 
That only, and that amply, this performs ; 
Lilto us above life's pains, her joys above ; 
Their terror those, and tl^oe their lustre lose: 
Eternity dqpendii^ covers all ; 
Eternity depending all achieves ; 
Sets earth at distance ; casts her into shades 
Blends her distinctions; abrogates her powers ; 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe, 
Fortune'^ dread frowns, and fascinating smilea. 
Make one promiscuous and negated hes^. 
The m«m beneath ; if I may csJl him man. 
Whom immortality's full force inspires. 
Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought ; 
Sans shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard. 
By miiids quite ccmscious of their high descend 
21ieir present province, and their future priie ; 
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Diyinelj dflurting^ upward every wish, 
W^rm on the wing^, in g^lcnious absence lost ! 

Doubt you this truth .' Why labours your belief? 
If earth^s whole orb by some due distanced eye 
Were seen at once, her towering Alps would sink. 
And levelPd Atlas leave an even sphere. 
Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire, 
Is swallowM in etemitjr^s vast round. 
To that stupendous view when souls awake, 
So large of late, so mountainous to man, 
Timers toys subside ; and equal all below. 

Enthusiastic, this ? Then all are weak, 
But rank enthusiasts. To this godlike height 
Some souls have soarM ; or martyrs ne^er had bled: 
And all may do, what has by man been done* 
Who, beaten by these sublunary storms. 
Boundless, interminable jo3rs can weigh, 
Unraptured, unexalted, uninflamed? 
What slave unblessM, who from to-morrow^s dawn 
Expects an empire ^ He forgets his chain. 
And, throned in thought, his absent sceptre waves 
* And whii a sceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own immense appointments to compute, 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives. 
In this her dark minority, how toils, 
How vainly pants, the hiunan soul divine ! 
Too g^at the bounty seems for earthly joy : 
What heart but trembles at so strange a bliss ? 

In spite of all the truths the muse has sung. 
Ne'er to be prized enough ! enough revolved ! 
Are there, who wrap the world so close about them, 
They see no further than the clouds ? and dance 
On heedless* vanity V fantastic toe ? 



d by Google 



TE£ INFIDKI* iiXCLAIMBD* 141 

Till, stumbling at a straw, in their o«reer. 

HeadltHig they fdunge, where end both danoe and loiig? 

Are there, Lorenzo? Is it possiUe? 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

Who lodge a soul immortal in their breasts ; 

Unconscious as the mountain of its ore ; 

Or rock of its inestimabk gem f 

When rocks shall melt, and mmiptaipg ranisb, these 

Shall know their treasure ; treasure, then, no more. 

Are there Estill more Amazing !) who resist 
The rising thought ? who smother, in its birth, 
The glorious truth P who struggle to be brutes ? 
Who through this bosom-barrier burst theirway. 
And, with reversed ambition, strire to sink f 
Who labour downwards through th* opposing powers 
Of instinct, reason, and the worid against thenii 
To dismal hopes, and shelter in the shookj 
Of endless night ? night darker than the grave%! 
Who fight the proofe of immortality ? 
With horrid S€«i, and execrable arts, 
Work all their engines, level their black fire% 
To blot from man this attribute divine 
(Than vital blood for dearer to the wise,) 
Blasphemers, and rank atheists, to themselves? 

To contradict them, see all nature rise ! 
What object, what event, the moon beneath, 
But argues, or endears, an after^scene ? 
To reason proves, or weds it to desire ? 
All things prodaim it needful ; some advanoe 
One precious step beyond, and prove it sure. 
A thousand argmnents swarm round my pen. 
From heaven, and earth, and man. Indulge a few. 
By nature, as her eooHDen habit, w<im; 
19 
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So pressing Prondeiice % tnitk to tea^, 

Wliich troth mUanght, lOl other truths were Tauu 

THOU! whose all-prondential eye survejB, 
Whos^ hpmd directs, whose Spirit fiUs and wurme 
Creation, and holds enqpive £ur heyond I 
Etemity^s IidiaJbitant augast ! 
Of two eternities amagiiy Lord ! 
One past, ere man^, or angel\i, had hegtm ; 
Aid ! while I rescue from tiie ioeh assault 
Thy glorious immortality in man : 
A theme for OFer, and Ihr all, of weight* 
Of nMM»ent infinite ! but rdish'd most 
By those who lore tiiee moat, who most adore* 

Nature, thy dau^ter^ ever-oha»ging hirtik 
Of thee, the great Immutable, to man 
Spe^ wisdom ; is his oracle supreme ; 
And he who most consults her, is most wise. 
Lom^BFSo, te this heavenly Delpbos haste s 
And come back all-immortal ; aUkUyme i 
Look nature through, ^ revolution all $ 
All cIvM»d0 ; no dealb. DayloOlowsmg^t; uidai^t 
The dying day ; stars riae» and set, and rise ; 
Earth takes Ui' example. See, the summer g^* 
With her greea chaptet, aad ambroual flowers. 
Droops into pallid autumn : winter gr6y» 
Horrid with frost and turbulent with storm, 
Blows autumn, and his golden fruits, away : 
Then melts into the ^ring : soft sjmng, with bseftlh 
Fayonian, from warm chambers c^ the aouth» 
Recalls the first AU, to re-flourish, fades ; 
As in a wheel, aJQ sinks, to re-aseend. 
Emblems of man, who passes, not expires. 

With this minttte distiMtioB, emblems ^ist, 
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Nature rayolyes, but man advances; both 

Eternal ; that a oiicle, this a line. 

That gn*ayitates, this toan. Th* aspiringf sonl, 

Ardent, ftnd tremulous, like flame, ascends; 

Zeal, and humilitj, her wings to hearea. 

The world of ma;^r, with its rarious fiorms. 

All dies into new life* Life bom from death 

Rolls the rast mass, and shall for erer rdH. 

No uiagle atom, once in beingT) lost. 

With change of counsel charges the Most Ili^ 

What hence infers Lo&bnso ? Can it be? 
Matter immortal ? and shall spirit die ? 
Above the nobler, diall less noble rise f 
Shall man alone, for whom aU else levtves. 
No resurrection know ? Shall nvm alone. 
Imperial man ! be sown in barren grnMmd, 
Less privUe^ed than grain, on which he ftedu ? 
Is man, in whom alone is power to priie 
The bUss of being, or with previoi^ paia 
Deplore its period, by the spleen of £&te. 
Severely doom^ deatii'« single unredeemM? 

If nature^s revolution 'speaks aloud, 
In her gradation hear her louder stilL 
Look nature through, ^tis neat gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her scale ascends I 
Each middle nature joinM at each extreme, 
To that above it jixn^d, to that beneath. 
Parts, into parts reciprocally shot, 
Abhor divorce : what love of unicm reig^ns I 
Here dormant matter waits a call to life ; 
Half-life, half-death, join there : here, life and sense; 
There, seose fima reaaon steals a gUmmering ray ; 
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Reason shines out in man. But how presenr^ 
The chain unbroken upward, to the reabns 
Of incorporeal life ? those realms of bliss, 
Where death has no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half-immortal; earthy, part, 
And part ethereal ; g^nt the soul of man 
Eternal ; or in man the series ends. 
Wide yawns the gap ; connexion is no more : 
Checks reason halts ; her next step wants support $ 
Striving to chmb, she tumbles from her scheme ; 
A scheme, analogy pronounced so true ; 
Analogy, man^s surest guide below. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief 
And will LoRXNZo, careless of the call, 
Fake attestation on all nature <^arge, 
Rather than violate his league with death ? 
Renounce his reason, rather than renounce 
The dust beloved, and run the^isk of heaven ? 
O what indigpuly to deathless souls I 
What treason to the majesty of man ! 
Of man immortal ! Hear the lofty style : 
<' If so decreed, th' Almighty will be done. 
Let earth dissolve, yon ponderous oi%s descmd, 
And grind us into dust The soul is safe ; 
The man emerges ; mounts above the wreck. 
As towering flame from nature^ funeral pyre ; 
O'er devastation, as a gainer, smiles ; 
His charter, his inviplable rights, 
Well-pleased to learn from thunder's impotence, 
Death's pointless darts, and hell's defeated storms.'' 

But these chimeras touch not thee Lorenzo ! 
The glories of the wotld thy sevenfold shield. 
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Other ambition than of crowns in air, 

And superlunary felicities. 

Thy bosom warm. Pll cool it, if I can ; 

And turn those glories that enchaDt, against thee. 

What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 

If wise, the cause that wounds thee is thy cure. 

Come, my ambitious ! let us mount together 
(To mount, LdiUBNZO neyer can refuse ;) 
And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell. 
Look down on ea 'h.— What seest thou? Wondrous 
Terrestrial wonders, tha eclipse the skies, [things! 
What lengths <^ labourM lands 3 what loaded seas ! 
Loaded by man, f r pleasure, wealth, or war ! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into serrice brought, • 
His art acknowledge, and promote his e ds. 
Nor can th* eternal rocks his will withstanl. 
What leyellM mountains ! and what lifted rales ! 
O^er vales and mountains sumptuous cities swdl, 
And gild our landscape with their glittering spires. 
Some 'mid the wondering wayes majestic rise ; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their channs. 
Far greater still ! (what cannot Hvurtal might ?) 
See, wide dominions ravish'd from the deep ! 
The narrowM deep with indignation foams. 
Or southward turn ; to delicate and giand. 
The finer arts there ripen in the sun. 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Ascend the ^es ! the proud triumphal arch 
Shows us half heaven beneath its ample bend. 
High through mid air, here, streams are taught to Haw ; 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in basons, sleep. 
Here, plains turns oceans ; there, vast oceans jinn. 
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Through kingdoms ohamieiMdeep frcnn shoreto ikom; 
And changed creation takes its face from man. 
Beats thy hrave breast for formidable scenes. 
Where fame and ^aspire wait upon the sword ? 
See fields in blood ; hear naval thunders rise ; 
Britannia^s voice ! that mwes the world to peace. 
How joa enormous mole projecting bveaks 
The mid-sea furious waves ! Their roar amidst^ 
Outspeaks the Deity, and says, " O main I 
Thus far, nor further : new restraints obey.^ 
Earths disemboweled ! measured are the skies ! 
Stars are detected in their deep recess ! 
Creation widens ! vanquishM nature yields ! 
Her secrets are extorted ! art prevails ! 
What monument ci genius, spirit, power ! 

And now, Lombnzo ! raptuved at this scene, 
Whose glories render heaven superfluous ! wacf, 
Whose footsteps these f— Immortals have been ha«. 
Could less than souls immortal this have done ? 
Earth^s covered o^er with proofs of souls immortal, 
And pro<^ of immortaUfy foigot 

To flatty thy grand foiUe, I confess, 
These are anibttion^ works : and tiiese are great: 
But this, the least immortal souk can do ; 
Transcend tibem afl— But what can tiiese transcend ? 
Dost a^E me, what ?-~One sigh for the distressM. 
What then for infidels ? A deeper s^. 
rris moral giundeur makes the mighty man : 
How little th^, idio tlnidc aught gn^^af below ! 
AUcur ambitions death defeats, but one i 
And that it crowns — ^Here cease we : but, ere kmg, 
Mofe powerful proof ^lall take the field against thee, 
Stronger tiian death, and smiling at the tomb. 
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Is it that Oaingfe terrestrial can't content? 
Deep in rich pasture will ihy flocks complain? 
Not SO: but to their master is denied 
To share their sweet serene . _^ 
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NIGHT THE SEVENTH. 

THE SXCOND PART 
OF 

THE INFIDEL BECLAIMEB: 
covTAnmrG ^ 

THE NATURE, PROOF, AND IMPORTANCE OF IMMOR 
TALITJ. 



PREFACE. 



As we are at war with the power, it were well if w» 
were at war with the maimers, of France. A land of 
levity, ii a land of goilt. A serioiu mind ia the native 
soil of every virtae, and the single character that doet 
true honour to mankind. The soul's immortality hat 
been the feivourite theme with the serious of all ages. 
Nor 18 it strange : it is a sohjeot by far the most inte- 
resting and important that can enter the mind of man* 
Of highest moment this subject always was^ and alwaya 
will Im. Yet this its^ highest moment seems to adnut of 
increase at this day : a sort of occasional importance U 
superadded to the natural weight of it, if that opinion 
which is advanced in the pieface to the preceding Night 
be just It is there su]^osed, that idl our infidels 
whatever scheme, for ai^gument's sake, and to keep 
themselves in countenance, they patronise^ are betrayed 
Into their deplorable error, by some doubts of thar im* 
mortality at the bottom. And the ntore I oomider this 
pointy the more I am persuaded of tfa« trolh of that 
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opinion. Thongh the distrust of a futurity is a strange 
error ; yet it is an error into which bad men may natu- 
rally be distressed. For it is impossible to bid defiance 
to final ruin, without some refuge in imagination, some 
presumption of escape. And what presumption is 
there ? There are but two in nature ; but two within 
the compass of human thought. And these are, — That 
either God will not, or cannot punish. Considering the 
divine attributes, the first is too gross to be digested by 
our strongest wishes. And since omnipotence is as 
much a divine attribute as holiness, that Gob cannot 
punish, is as absurd a supposition as the former God 
certainly can punish as long as wicked men exist. In 
non-existence, therefore, is their only refuge ; and, con- 
sequently, non-existence is their strongest wish. And 
strong wishes have a strange influence on our opinions ; 
they bias the judgment in a manner almost incredible. 
And since on this member of their alternative, there 
are some very small appearances in their favour, and 
none at all on the other ; they catch at this reed, they 
lay hold on this chimtera, to save themselves from the 
shock and horror of an immediate and absolute despair. 

On reviewing my subject, by the li^ht which this ar- 
gument, and others of like tendency, threw upon it, I 
was more inclined than ever to pursue it, as it appear^ 
ed to me to strike directly at the main root of all our 
infidelity. In the following pages it is, accordingly, 
pursued at large ; and some arguments for immortality, 
new at least to me, are ventured on in them. There 
also the writer has made an attempt to set the gross ab- 
surdities and horrors of annihilation in a fuller and 
more afiecting view, than is (I think) to be met with 
elsewhere. 

The gentlemen for whose sake this attempt was 
chiefly made, profess great admiration for the wisdom 
of heathen antiquity. What pity 'tis they are not sin- 
cere ! If they were sincere, how would it mortify "them 
to consider, with what cont^npt and abhorrence their 
notions would have been received by those whom they 
80 mUteh admire f What degree of contempt and abhor- 
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renee would fall to their share, may be conjectured by 
the followiog^ matter of hick (in my opinion) extremely 
memorable. Of all their heathen worthies, Socrates 
(His well known) was the most guarded, dispassionate, 
and composed : yet this great master oT temper was an- 
gry ; and angry at his last hour ; and angry with hii 
friend ; and angry for what deserved adknoWledgmenf ; 
angry for a right and tender instance of true friendship 
towards him. Is not this surprising f What could be 
the cause ? The cause was for his honour : it was a 
truly noble, though, perhaps, a too punctilious regard 
ibr immortality ; for bis friend asking him, with such 
an affectionate concern as became a friend, *< Where he 
should deposit his remains ?^ it was resented by So- 
crates, as implying a dishonourable supposition, that he 
could be so mean as to have a regard for any thing, 
«ven in himself that was not immortal. 

This fact, well considered, would make our infidels 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates; or make 
them endeavour, by their imitation of this illustrioui 
example, to share his ^ory; and, consequently, it 
would incline them to peruse the ibllowing pages with 
eaodoar and impartiality : which is all I desire ; 'id 
that, for their sakas : for I am persmded, that aa an- 
piejudioed infidel must neoessarily receive some advatt- 
tayaoos impressions fiM>m them. 

htfyltk, 1744. 
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INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

PART THE SSCOHD. 



HcATSK gires the needfiil, bnt neg;lected, calL 
Wliat day, what hour, but knocks at human hearilt 
To wake the soul to sense of future scenes ? 
Deaths stand, like Mercuries, in erery way, 
And kindly point us to our journey^ end. 
PoPB, who couldst make inmiortals ! art thou deadi 
I give thee joy : nor will I take my leare ; 
So soon to foUow. Man but dires in death ; 
Dives from the sun, in fairer day to rise ; 
The grave, his subterranean road to bliM. 
Yes, infinite indulgence plannM it so : 
Through various parts our glorious story runs ; 
Time gives the preftice> endless age unrolls 
The volume (ne^er unrollM !) of human fiaite. 

This, earth and skies * already have proclaim^* 
The worlds a prophecy of worlds to come ; 
And who, what God foretells (who speaks in tfaiiigi» 
Still louder than in words) shadl dare deny f 
If nature^s arguments appear too weak, 
Tom a new leaf, and strpnger read in man. 

* Night tiM Sixth. 
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If man riaeps on, untaught by what he leea, 
Can he prove infidel to what he feels ? 
He, whose blind thought fiiturily denies, 
Unconscious bears, Bellxrophon ! like thee. 
His own indiotaktnt ; ka eondeums himself: 
Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life ; 
Or, nature, there, imposing on her sons. 
Has written fables ; man was made a lie. 

Why discontent fbr erer harbouiM there T 
Incurable consumption of our peace ! 
Besolve me, why, the cottager, and king. 
He whom sea-sererVl realms obey, and bo 
Who steals his whole dominion firom the wast9, 
Repelling winter blasts with mud and straw. 
Disquieted aMke, draw sigh for sigh, 
In fate so ^stant, in complaint so near ? 

Is it, that things terrestrial canH content? 
Deep in rich pasture will thy flocks complain f 
Not so; but ti» their .master is denied 
To share their sweet seroie. Sfon, ill at ease. 
In this, not his own place, this foreign Md, 
Where nature fodders lum with odier food. 
Than was ordaiiiM his entTings to suffice. 
Poor in abundance, famishM at a feast, 
Sighs on fbr something more, when most enjc^M. 
. Is Heaven then kinder to diy flocks than time P 
Not so; thy pasture richer, but remote ; 
In part, remote ; for tiliat remoter part 
Ikiui bleats fh>m instinct, Aongfa, perhaps, d^iaiidiM 
By sense, his reason sleeps, nor dreams the cause. 
The cause how obrious, when his reason wakea! 
His grief is but his grandeur in ^foguise ; 
A d discontent is immortality. 
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Shall sons of sBtlier, shall the blood <^ beaTe% 
Set up their hopes on earth, and stable here. 
With bratal acquiescence in the miie? 
liOREXfZo, no! thej shall be noblj pain^ ; 
The glorious foreigners, distressed, shall sigh 
On thnmes ; and thou congpratulate the sigh. 
Man's misery declares him bom for bliss ; 
His anxious heart asserb the truth I sing, 
And gires ^ sceptic in his head the lie. 

Our heads, our hearts, our passions, and our powwrs, 
Speak the same language ; call us to the skies : 
UnripenM these in this inclement clime. 
Scarce rise above conjecture, and mistake ; 
And for thb land of trifles those too strong 
Tumultuous rise, and tempest human life : 
What prize on earth can pay us for the storm? 
Meet objects for our passions Heaven ordainM, 
Objects that challenge all their fire, and l^re 
No fault, but in defect Bless^ Heaven ! avert 
A bounded ardour for unbounded bliss ! 
O for a bliss unbounded ! Far beneath 
A soul immortal, is a mortal joy. 
Nor are our powers to perish immattti<t ; 
But, after feeble effort here^ beneath 
A brighter sun, and in a nobler soil. 
Transplanted firom this sublunary bed, 
Shall flourish fair, and put forth all theur bloom* • 

Reason progresdve, instinct is compete ; 
Swift instinct leaps; slow reason feebly climhi^ 
Brutes soon their zenith reach ; their little all 
Flows in at once ; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy* 
Were man to live coeval witii the sun, 
14* 
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Yet, dying*, le^kfn^ hfo toflsoki half ODteftfii'd. 

Men perish in adrande, as if the tm 

Should set era booiI, in esttteni eoeans droim^ ; 

If fit, wi¥k Mm^ fflustrtoa» to eo m paje, 

The sun's meridiut widi tbe soul erf* mui. 

To man, why, stepdame nature I so sererr? 

Why thrown aside thy masterpiece half-wrought, 

Wldle meaner eSatU thy last hand enjoy? 

Off if i^Mttirtfy poor man must die, 

Nor re^h what rtoc^ he might, why dae in dread ? 

Why cursed with foresight? wise to miaeiy ? 

Why of his prottd prerogalife the prey ? 

Why less pre-eminent is raiidc, tfasn pain ? 

Ilis immortality alone cMi teU ; ' 

Full ample fond te balanoe all amis*, 

And tiin» the scale in /afwn' of tiie jnst ! 

His ^aMnoitadtty alone can mAre 
That darisest of aniginas, human hc^ ; 
Of all the darkest, if at dealk we die. 
Hope, eager hope^ tfa^ astassin of our jim 
All present btossingt treaidhng under Ibot, 
Is scarce a nalder tjmsit than despair. . 
With no past toili content, still p'l^Mnng mw^ 
Hope turns us o'er to deatii aAone for eaw. 
Possession, why OMre'tast^ess than porsoit? 
Why it • #ish far deafer than A crown? 
That wish aoeomidishM^ why the grare of Uinf 
Because, in the great future buried deep. 
Beyond; our (4ans of empkv and rmown, 
lies all that man with ardour dionld pnrtoe ; 
And He who made htm, bent him to tiie right. 

Man's heart th^ Aunovrr to the taJdcKte sets, 
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B J secret tad inyiolable sprioft ; 

And makes his hope his sublunary joy. 

Man'b heart eats all things, and is hungry siffl; 

*< More, more!** the glutton cries : for something new 

So rages aj^etite, if man canH movnt. 

He will descend. He starves on the possessed. 

Hence, the worlds master, from ambition's spire. 

In Caprea plunged ; and dived beneath the bnrte* 

In that rank sty why waUow'd empire's son 

Supreme ? Because he could no higher iy ; 

His riot was ambition in despair. 

(HdBomeeensoltedbirda: Loubuzo! tbop. 
With more success, the flight of hope surrey ; 
Of restless hope, finr ever on the wing : 
High-peroh'd o'er every thought that falcon sits. 
To fly at all that rises In her sight i 
Andy never stooping, but to mount again 
Next moment, she betrays her aim'k mistake, 
And owns her quany lodged beyond the grare. 

There should it 1^1 us (it must £ul us thert» 
If being fails) more mounifiil riddles rise 
And virtue vies with hope in mystery. 
Why virtue f Where its praise, ita being fled? 
Virtue is true sdf-interest pursued : 
What true self-interest of quite-mortal man f 
To close with all that makes him happy here. 
If vice (as sometimes) is our friend on eai^ 
Then vice ia virtue ; tis mtt sovereign good* 
In self-f ipplause is rirtiK's golden priae ; 
No self-api^aase attends it, on thy scheme. 
Whence self-applause f From conscienoe of iSbiB right 
And what is right, but means of happiness? 
No meant of happiness when yirtne yields ; 
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That basis lailiiigr» falls the building too. 
And lays in niin ereiy rirtaous joy. 

The r^d gfoaidian of a blameless heart. 
So long reyered, so long reputed wise, 
Is weak; with rank knight-errantries o'er-nm. 
Why beats thy bosom with illustrious dreams 
Of self-exposure, laudable, and gpreat? 
Of g^ant enterprise, and glorious death? 
Die for thy country ! Thou romantic foolt 
Seize, seize the plank thyself^ and let her sink : 
Thy country ! what to thee ?— The Godhead, what ? 
(I speak with awe !) though He should bid thee bleed? 
If, with thy blood, ihy final hope is spQt^ 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow, 
Be deaf; preserve thy being ; disobey. 

Nor is it disobedience. Know, LoREif zo, 
Whatever th' AiiHiGHTr's subsequent command, 
His first c<»nmand is this :-»« Man, lave thyself.'' 
In this alone, free agents are not free. 
Existence is the basis, bliss the prize : 
If rirtue cost existence, 'tis a crime ; 
Bold violation of our law supreme. 
Black suicide; though natiims, which conndt 
Their gain at thy expoase, resound applause. 

Since virtue^ recompense is doubtful here, 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Why is man suffeiM to be good in vain? 
Why to be good in rain, is man enjoin^ ? 
Why to be good in rain, is man betrayed ? 
Betrayed by traitors lodged in his own brea<t> 
By sweet complacencies from virtue ielt ? 
Why whispers nature lies on virtue^ part ? 
Or if blind instinct (which assumes the name 
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Of sacred conscieiice) playa the fool in i 
Why reaaon made acccmipUce in the cheat ? 
Why are llw wisest loudest in her praise P 
Can man by veaaon's beam be led astray ? 
Or, at his periU imitate his €k)d ? 
Since yirtne somelames rains us on eartb, 
Or both are true, or man sunrives the gnive* 

Or man surrires the grBre^ or own, Lorenzo, 
Thy boast supreme, a wild i^surdky. 
Dauntless thy spirit ; cowards are thy scorn : 
Grant man immor^ and thy scorn is just. 
The man immortal, rati(maily brare, 
Dares rush on death— because he ckonot die* 
But if man loses all when life is lost. 
He lires a coward, or a fo<d expires. 
A daring infidel (imd such there are. 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge 
Or pure heroicml defect of tliooght,) 
Of all earth'^ madmen, most deserves a chain. 

When to the graye we follow the renown 
For yalour, yirtoe, science, all we Ixpre^ 
And all we praise ; for worth, whose noon-tide b6ti% 
Enabling ms to think in higher style. 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers; 
Dream we, tiiat InHve of the moral world 
Goes out in stench, and rottenness the olese ? 
Why was he wise to know, and wann to praiia^ 
And strenuous to transcribe, in human life. 
The Mind Abnighty ? Coukl it be, that fate, 
Just when the lineaments began to shine, 
And dawn the Dbitt, should snatch the draughty 
With night eternal blot it out, and g^ve * 
The skies alarm, lest angels too might die 9 
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If hnmtn loiils, why not angelio too 
ExtingfiiiahM ? and a solitaiy God, 
O^er ghastly ruin, frownmg from his throne? 
Shall we this moment gaspe on Cron in man f 
The next, lose man for oyer in the dust? 
From dust we disengage, or man mistakes ; 
And there, inhere least his judgment fears a flaw. 
Wisdom and worth, how boldly he commends ! 
Wisdom and worth are sacred names ; lereredy 
Where not embraced ; applauded ; deified ! 
Why not compassion^ too ? If spirits die, 
Both are calamities, inflicted both. 
To make us but more wretched. Wisdom^ eye. 
Acute, for what ? To spy more miseries ; 
And worth, so recompensed, new points their stings* 
Or man surmounts the grave, or g^ain is loss. 
And worth exalted humbles us the more. 
Thou wilt not patronize k scheme that makes 
Wealmess, uid vice, the refuge of mankind. 

« Has Tirtue, then, no joys ?"— Yes, joys dear bonghla 
Talk ne^er so long, in this imperfect state, 
Virtue and vice are at eternal war. 
Virtue's a combat ; and who fights for nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for small reward ? 
Who virtue's self-reward so loud resoondy 
Would take degrees angelic here below. 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray. 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful g^iards. 
The crown, th' unfading crown, her soul inspires : 
'TIS that, and that alone, can countervail 
The body's treacheries and the world's assaults : 
On earth's poor pay our famish'd virtae dies. 



d by Google 



THE INf n>KL BXCLAIHXD. 1$3 

Truth iiic(ntteftable ! in'spite of aU 

A Batle has preachM, or a Voltairb beliered* 

In man the more we dive, the more we see 
Heayen^ tignet stamping an immortal make. 
Diye to the bottom of his soul, the base 
Sustaining all ; what find we f Knowledge, lore : 
As light, and heat, essential to the sun. 
These to the soul. And whj, if souls eipire? 
How little loyelf here? How little known? 
SmaO knowledge we dig up with endless toil ; 
And lore unfeigned may purchase perfect hate. 
Whj starved, on earth, our angel appetites ; 
While brutal are indulged their fulsome fill ? 
Were then capacities divine oonferrM, 
As a mock diadem, in sarag^e sp(»t. 
Rank insult of our pompous porerty. 
Which reaps but pain, from seeming claims to fair? 
In future age lies no redress? and shutb 
Eternity the door on our complaint ? 
If so, for what strange ends were mortals made ? 
The worst to wallow, and the best to weep; 
The man who nMBrits most, nrast most complain: 
Can we conceive a ditregpaurd in Heaven, 
What the wont perpetrate, or best endure? 

Thitcannot be* To love, andknow» in man 
Is boundless appetite, and boundless power ; 
And these demonstrate boundless objects too. 
Objects, powers, appetites. Heaven suits in aU ; 
Nor, nature through, e'er vu^tes this sweety 
Eternal concord, on her tuneftd string. 
Is man Hm sde exception from her lawa? 
Eternity struck off from human hq[>e 
(I speak with truth, but veneration too») 
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Man is m monster, the veproa8b of B8srtii» 
A stain, a dark impenetsaUe clood 
On nature^ beaoteoos aspect ; aad d«fonn% 
(Amazing bbil) defonit ker with her lord. 
If such is man^ aflotffient, what is Hea;r«& ? 
Or own the, soal imoMiftaly or Uaspheme* 

Or own the sonl uninortal, or imrert 
All order. Go, niook majesty ! p>, man ! 
And bow to thj snperiors of the stall'; 
Through eveiy scene cf sense snperi<nr fu i 
They grace the tnrfuirtiHM; ttiey drink tfa« ttfeuDi 
UnbrewM, aad erer fiiU, and uaunlratter^d 
With doubts* foara, firoitless hopet« regrets, de^Mirii 
Mankind's peculiar ! leason^ preoions dower ! 
No foreign clime tbej ransadk for their rdbetf 
Nor brothers cite to the Utigisus bar ; 
Their good is ^ood emire, uiumxM» unmftiiU ; 
They find a pat»dlse in ewry "fields 
On boughs forbidden where no cmses hang : 
Their iH; no more than strikesthe sense; mstietoMV 
By prcFious dread, or mumtnr in 4ie reav: 
When this worst oenes, itcottes'^mtaai^d; eneatroiw 
Begins, and ends^ tiieir w^ae: they die bat oacei 
BlessM, inoemiftttnieable ^rii^ege ! Ibi' wWeh 
Proud masi #ho roles the glebe, ^md reads the attilP 
Philosopherv or faeio, sigks in Taio^ 

Account for tins pratigatvve In btmtm^ 
No day, DO f Ikttpse of day, to solvie the knoC^ 
But what beasas on it Ivom etamity* 
O sole, and sweet srintieii I Thatmtiea 
The difficult, and soAms the aetten; 
The cloud on nator^ be—leoim hem dkfdi t 
Restores iHright Older; casts the bwrte bonirti ? 
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Of joy, eren here. Admit iamortd lif6» 

And TirtoB is kuight-ematrf no nMve t 

Each Tirtae brings in band a geldeii dowei^ 

Far noher in revenioii : hopewDBdti; 

And though much bitter in our oiip ia throfir^ 

Predominates^ and giTes the taste of heairen. 

O wherefore is the D91TT so kind? 

Astonisbii^ beyond astoniahiBent I 

Hearen our reward— for heairea enjoyM h%Um» 

Still nosabdned thy stubborn heart ! for thera 
The traitor lurks who doubts the truth I siaf • 
Reason is (piiltless ; will akme rebels. 
What, in that stubborn heart, if I should find 
New, unexpected witnesses against thee ? 
Ambition, pleasure, and the love of gain ! 
Canst thou suspect that these, which make the tool 
The dave of earth| should own her heir of heare»? 
Canst ihou suspect what makes us disbeliere 
Our immortality, should prore it sure ? 

First, then, ambition summon to the bar. 
Am}>ition^ shame, extravagance, disgust, 
And unextinguishable nature, ^eak. 
Each much deposes ; hear them in their tnn^ 

Thy soul, how passionately fond of fome I 
How anxious, that fimd passion to conceal! 
We blush, detected in designs on praise. 
Though for best deeds, and from the best of mto^ 
And why? Because immortal. Artdirine 
Hat totde the bo^ tutor to the aoul; 
Hearen kindly gives our blood a moral flow. 
Bids it ascend the glowing cheek, and tiiere 
Dpbraid that little hearth in^^orious aim, 
15 
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Which ttioojpa to court a character firom man ; 

While o^r us, in tremendotu judgment, sit 

Far more than man, with endless praise and blame. 

Ambition's boondless appetite outspeaks 
The Terdict of its shame. When souls take fire 
At hic^ presumptions 4»f their own desert, 
One age is poor applause ; the mightj shout, 
The thunder by the liying few begun. 
Lata time must echo; worlds unborn, resound. 
We wish our names eternally to lire : 
Wild dream ! which ne'er h^ haunted human thought^ 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 
Instinct points out an interest in bereafter ; 
But our blind reason sees not where it lies ; 
Or, seeing, gives the substance for the shade. 

Fame is the shade of immortality. 
And in itself a shadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn'd ; it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. 
Consult th' ambitious, tis ambition's cure. 
<< And is this all ?" cried Gxsar at his height. 
Disgusted. This third proof ambition brings 
Of immortality. The first in fame, 
Obsenre him near, your envy will abate : 
Shamed at the disproportion vast, between 
The passion and the purchase, he will si^ 
At such success, and blush at his renown. 
And why ? Because far richer prize invites 
His heart ; far more illustrious g^oiy calk : 
It calls in whispers, yet the deafest hear. 

And can ambition a fourth proof supply? 
It can, and stronger than the finrmer three; 
Tet quite o'erlook'd by some reputed wise. 
Though disappointments in ambition pain, 
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And though success disgurts; yet stm, Louurio, 

In Tain we stride to ptaok it from oar hearts; 

B J nature |danted for the noblest ends. 

Absurd the famed adrice to Ptrehus gnren. 

More praise, Urnxk ponderM ; specious, but unsmmd: 

Sooner tiian hero^ sword the world had quelM, 

Than reason, his ambition. Man most soar: 

An obstinate actiri^ witiiin, 

An insuppressire spring, wffl toss him up 

In spite of fortuned load. Not kings aioiie> 

Each villager lias his ambition too; 

No sultan prouder than his fettered slaTO : 

Slaves build their litde Babjlons of straw, 

Echo tiie proud Assyriui, in their hearts. 

And cry—'* Behold the wonders of my nug^t!^ 

And why? Because im mo rtal as their lord. 

And soids immortal must for ever heare 

At something great ; the glitter, or the gold; 

The praise of mortals, or the praise of Heaven* 

Nor absohitely vain is human praise. 
When human is supported by divine, 
ra introduce Lomsirzo to himself. 
Pleasure and pride (bad masters !) share our hearts. 
As love of pleasure is ordained to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race ; 
The love of praise is planted to protect, 
And propagate the g^ries of the mind. 
What is it, but the love of praise, inspiresi 
Matures, refines, embellishes, exahs. 
Earth's happiness f From that, the delicate^ 
The grand, the marv^ous, of civil life. 
Want and oonvenienoe, imder-workers, lay 
The basis, on which love of glory builds. 
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Nor M tbjr Uf«, O Tittue ! len in debt 
To praiae, thj secret stmmlatiiig firiead. 
Were men not prowd, wbat merit thonld we wmm 
Pride made the Tirtnes of the Pagan wmrld. 
Pnoae is the salt that seasons right to man. 
And whets his appetite f<nr moral good. 
Thirst of applause is Tirtae^ second gnaid 
Reason, her first ; but reason wants an aid t 
Our prirate reason k a flatterer ; 
Thirst of applause caDs pnblio jndgflMntin« 
To poise our own, to keep an efen seaie, 
And g^e endanger^ Tirtae fiirer play* 

Here a fifth proof arises, stronger still: 
Why this so nice constmction of our hearts ? 
These delicate moralities of senee; 
This cimstitational resenre of aid 
To succour Tirtue, when oar reason fhils ; 
If virtue, kept ahre by care and toil, 
And oft the mark of injuries aa earth. 
When labour^ to maturity (its bill 
Of disciplines, and pains, unpaid) nrast die ? 
Why freighted rich, to dash against a reck? 
Were man to perish when most fit to lire, 
O how misspent were all these stratagems, 
By skill divine inwoven in our frame ! 
Where are Heaven^ holiness and mercy fled? 
Laughs Heaven, at once, at virtue, and at man ? 
If not, why that discouraged, this destroy^? 

Thus far ambition. What says avarice? 
This her chief maxim, which has long been thine^ 
« The wise and wealthy are the same.**— I grant it 
To store up treasure with inceisant toil, 
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Thb is maii^ pravince, this his highest {nraise* 
To this great end keen instinct stings Inm on. 
To guide that instinct, reasonl is thy chaige; 
*Tis thine to tell ns where true treasure lies : 
Bat, reason foiling to dischaige her tnist» 
Or to the deaf discharging it in vain, 
A hlnnder fidlows ; and hlind indostiy, 
Gall^ bj the spur, but stranger to the cooiie 
(The course, where stakes of nH»« than gold anwun,) 
O'eiloading, with the cares of distant age ; 
The jaded spirits of tite fHresent hour. 
Provides for an eternity below. 

'< Thou shalt not coret,^ is a wise command; 
But bounded to the wealth the sun surreys ; 
Look further, the command stands quite rereise^ 
And ayarice is a virtue most divine. 
Is faith a r^uge for our haj^nness ? 
Most sure: and is it not for reason too? 
Nothing this world unriddles, but the next 
Whence unextinguishable thirst <^ gain? 
From unextinguishable life in man. 
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the skiei^ 
Had wanted wing to fly so far m gpiilt. 
Sour grapes, I grant, ambitimi, avarice; 
Yet still their root is immortality: 
These its wild growths so bitter, and so base^ 
(Pain and reproach !) religion can reclaim, 
Refine, exalt, throw down their poisonous lee, 
And make them sparkle in the bowl oi bliss. 

See, the third* witness laughs at bliss remote. 
And falsely promises an Eden here : 
Truth she shall speak for once, though prone to lie, 
A commcm cheat and Pleasure is her name. 
15* 
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To pleaturv oerer wms Lorbnso deftf ; 
Then hetr her now » now fint thy real friend. 

Since ntture nude us not more fiood tkin pnmA 
Of happineiB, (whence hypocrites in joy! 
Makers of mirth ! artificers of smiles !) 
Why should the joy most poignant sense affor^ 
Bum us with blushes, and rebuke our pride ?-— 
Those heaTen-bom blushes tell us, man descends^ 
£%i in the zenith of his earthly Miss: 
Should reason take her infidel repose, 
This honest instinct speaks our lineage high; 
This instinct calls on darkness to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to ttie staUs* 
Our glory corers us with noUe riuune. 
And he that's unconfiranded, is unmannM. 
The man that blushes, is not quite a bruta. 
Thus far with thee, Lorbhzo, will I closet 
Pleasure is good, and man fi)r pleasure made; 
But pleasure Aill of glory, as of joy; 
Pleasure, which neither blushes, nor ex^rct. 

The witnesses are heard ; the canse isomer: 
Let conscience file the sentence in her cotaU 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm coiiTey* 
Thus sealed by truth, th* authentic record runs: 

**Know, aU ; know, infidels,— unapt to knoir ! 
'TIS immortality your nature sdres; 
'Tis immortality deciphers man. 
And opens all the mysteries of his make. 
Without it, half his instincts are a riddle; 
Without it, all his rirtues are a dream. 
His very crimes attest his dignity; 
His sateless thirst of pleasure, gdld, and ftiM^ x 
Declares bun bom for blessings infinite : 
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What less ttmn. infinite, makes nnabemd 
Passions, which all on earth but more inflamasf 
Fierce passions, so nusmeasured to that boom, 
StretchM out, like eaglcB^ wings, beyondnmr neity 
Far, far beyond the worth of all below. 
For earth too large, i»esage a nobler ffif^t, 
And evidence our title to tite skies.^ 

Ye gentle theologies, of calmer kind ! 
"Whose constitution dictates to jronr pen ; 
Who, cM yonrsehres, think ardour comes firam hell ! 
Think not our passions from corruption sfoimg. 
Though to corruption now they lend their wings ; 
That is their mistress, not their mother. All 
(And justly) reason deem drnnes I see» 
I feel a gprandeur in tbe pMsiont too. 
Which qpeaks tfadr high descent, and glorioas aid; 
Which speaks them rays of an eternal fiie. 
In Paradise itself they bum^ as strai^, 
Ere Adam feU; thou^ wiser in their aka. 
Like the proud Eastern, struck by Providenee, 
What though our passions are run mad, and stocp 
With low, terrestrial appetite, to graze 
On trash, on toys, dethroned from high desire? 
Tet|Btill, through their disgrace no feeble ray 
Of greatness shines, and taQs us whence th^ feO : 
But these (like that kXPn monarch when redaimVl,) 
When reason moderates, tibe rein aright. 
Shall reascend, remount their former sphere, 
Where once they soared illustrious ; ere seduced 
By wanton £?e^ debauch, to BtnSl on earth, 
AdA set the sublunary wwld on fire. 

But grant tiieir firanzy lasts ; their -frensyfiiil^ 
To diiappouit one prondential end, 
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For which Hearen blew up ardour in our hearts : 

Were reaacm silent, boundless passion speaks 

A future scene of boundless objects too, 

And brings g|ad tidings of etenial day. 

Eternal day! ^ that enlightens all; 

And all, by that enlightened, proyes it sure. 

Consider man as an immortal being,. 

Intelligible all ; and all is great ; 

A crystalline transparency prevails, 

And strikes full lustre through the human sf&ere ; 

Consider man as mortal, all is dark, 

And wretched ; reason weeps at the surrey. 

The leamVl Lorbmzo cries, " And let her weep. 
Weak modem reason : ancient times were wise. 
Authwity, that renerable guide, 
Stands on my part ; the &med Athenian porch 
(And who for wisdom so renown'd as they ?) 
Denied this immortality to man.** 
I grant it, but affirm, tiiey proved it too. 
A riddle, this ? — Haye patience ; I'll explain 

What noble Tanities, what moral flights. 
Guttering through their romantic wisdom^ WS^y 
Make us at once despise them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to these hii^-season^d sires ; 
They leave th' extravagance of song below. 
*< Flesh shall not feel ; or, feeling, shall enjoy 
The dagger, or the rack ; to.tiiem, alike 
A bed of roses, or the burning bulL'' 
In men exploding all beyond the grave. 
Strange doctrine, this ! As doctrine it was strange ; 
But not, as prophecy ; for such it proved. 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfilled : 
They feigaM a firmness Christians need not feign. , 



d by Google 



THE INriDXI« RECLAIMED. 171 

The Christian truly triumphM in the flame : 
The QMc saw, m double wonder kat. 
Wonder at them, and wonder at himself, 
To find the b<dd adyentnrea of his thongfel 
Not bold, aad that he strode to lie in TBUi. 
Whence, then, those thoughts f those towering 
thcmghts, that flew 
Such monstrous heights ? From instinct, and from pride. 
The gliMmB instinct of a deathless soul, 
Confusedly conscious of her dignity. 
Suggested truths they could not understand. 
In lusfs dominion, and in passion's storm, 
Truth's system broken, scatterM fragments lay 
As ligbt in chaos, glimmering through the gloom :' 
Smit with the pomp of lottf sentiments. 
Pleased pride proclaimM, what reason disbelieved. 
Pride, like the Delphic priestess, with a swdl, 
Rayed nonsense, destined to be future sense, 
When life immortal, in fiill day, should shine ; 
And death's dark shadows fly the Crospel sun. 
They spoke, what nothing but immortal souls 
Could speak ; and thus the truth they question^, pror'd. 

Can then absurdities, as well as crimes. 
Speak man immortal ? All things speak him so. 
Much has been urged ; and dost thou call for more f 
Call ; and with endless questions be distressed, 
All unresolrable, if earth is alh 

" Why life, a moment ? infinite, desire ? 
Our wishj eternity ? our home, the gfrave ? 
Hearen's promise dormant lies in human hope ; 
Who wishes life immortal, proves it too. 
Why happiness pursued, though never found? 
Man's thirst of happiness declares it is 
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(For natare never gravitates to nouglit ;) 
That thirst, unquench'd, declares it is not bank 
My Lucia, thy Clarissa call to thooght; 
Why cordial friendship rivetted so deep. 
As hearts to pierce at first, at partmg, rend. 
If friend, and friendship, yanidi in an hour? 
Is not this torment in the mask of joy? 
Why by reflection marred the joys of 8«dm? 
Why past, and future, preying on our hearti^ 
And putting all our present joys to death? 
Why labours reason ? Instinct were as well ; 
Instinct far better ; what can choose, can err : 
O how infallible the thoughtless brute! 
*Twere well his Holiness were half as sore* 
Reason with inclination, why at war ? 
Why sense of guilt? why conscience up in axmt?'* 
' Conscience of guilt, is prophecy of pain. 
And bosom-cxmnsel to decline the blow, 
Reason with inclination ne^er had jarrVl, 
If nothing future paid forbearance here : 
Thus on— these, and a thousand pleas uncallM, 
All promise, some ensure, a second sceile ; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer fiur 
Than all things else most certain; were, it false» 
What truth on eiirth so precious as the lie ? 
This world it gives us, let what will ensue ; 
This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope : 
The future of the present is the soul. 
How this life groans, f^en severM frtxn the ntxt ! 
Poor mutilated wretch, that disbelieves ! 
By dark distrust his being cut in two, 
In both parts perishes; life void of joj, 
3ad prdude of eternity in ^ain! 
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Couldst thoa persuade me, the next life could hil 
Our ardent wishes ; hxm should I poor out 
My bleeding^ heart in ang^h, new, as deep ! 
Oh ! with what thooghts, thy hope, and my deapaif 
Abhorr'd annihilatioh ! blasts the sonl, 
And wide extends the bounds of human woe ! 
Could I belieye Lonsirzo's system true, 
In this black channel would rarings run : 

" Grief fitxn the future borrowed peace, erewhile. 
The future yanish^ ! and the present pained ! 
Strange import of unprecedented ill ! 
Fall, how profound ! Like LucirxR^s the £dl ! 
Unequal &te ! his fall, without his guilt! S 
From where fond hope built her pavilion high, 
The gods among, huiiM headlong, hurPd at once 
To night ! to nothing ! darker still than night ! 
If Hwas a dream, why wake me, my wont foe, 
Lorenzo, boastful of the name of friend ! 
O for delusion ! O for error still ! 
Could yengeance strike nracb st r o nger , tiban to 
A thinking being in a world like this. 
Not orer-rich before, now beggared quite ; 
More cursed than at the fall ? — ^The sun goes out ! 
The thorns shoot up ! what thorns in ereiy thought ! 
Why sense of better? It imbitters worse. 
Why sense? why life? if but to sigh, then sink 
To what I was? Twice nothing ! and much woe! 
Woe, from Heayen^s bounties ! woe from what Was 
To flatter most, high intellectual powers ! [wont 

** Thought, firtue, knowledge I blessings, by thy 



All poisoned into pains. First, knowledge, once 
My soul^ ambitiony now her greatest dread. 
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To know mywt^t true wisdom ? No, to ahun 
That shockins; science) ptrent of deqpairl 
Avert thy minor : if I see, I die. 

**Kium my Creator! climb his UesiM aboit 
By painful speculation, pierce the Teil» 
Dire in his nature, reakd his attriMet, 
And gaze in admiration— on a foe, 
Obtruding life, withholding happiness ! 
From the foil riyers that sunound his tfavoBe, 
Not letting 6dl one drop of joy on man; 
Man gaping for one drop, that he might oeaie 
To curse his birth, nor enyy reptiles more ! 
Ye sable clouds ! ye daricest slmdes of night! 
Hide him, for ever hide him, from my tiiought, 
Once all my comtot ; souroe, and soul of joy i 
Now leagued with iunes, and with thee,*** against mf. 

<* Know his achievements! study his ranowa ! 
Contemplate this amazing universe, 
DroppM from his hand, with miracles replete ! 
For what ? 'Mid miracles of nobler name, 
To find one miracle of misery ? 
To find the being, which akme can know 
And praise his works, a blemish on his praise? 
Through nature^ ample range, in thought, to stiell, 
And start at man, the single mourner there. 
Breathing high hope, chained down to pangs, and dealk? 

" Knowing is snfiering: and shall virtue shane 
The sigh of knowledge ?— Virtue shaxea the righ. 
By straining up the steep of ezceDent, 
By battles fought, and firam tampttttioa won, 
What gains she, but the pang of seeing worthy 
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Anglic worth, boob iluiffled in tlie daik i 

Witli every vice, and swept to brutal dmt f 
Merit is madness ; rirtne is a crime ; 
A crime to reascm, if it costs us pain 
Unpaid. What pain, amidst a thowand mcne» 
To think the most abaadon'd, after days i 
Of triumph o^er their betters^ find in death 
As soft a pillow, nor make iiouler clay! 

'<Duty! Re^pon! These, our duty done. 

Imply reward. Relig^ is mistake. 

Duty ! There's none, but to repel the cheat! 

Te cheats, away ! ye daughters of my pride ! 

Who feig^n yourselves tbe favourites of the skies t 

Te towering hopes ! abortive enei^es ! 

That toss, sAd strc^le, in my lying breast. 

To scale the skies, and build presumptions there, 

As I were heir of an eternity. 

Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more* 

W^ travel far in quest of sure defeat ? 

As beuaded as my beings, be my wish. 

All is inverted ; wisdom is a fooL 

Sense ! take the rein ; blind passion ! drive us <a ; 

And ignorance ! befriend us on our way ; 

Ye new, but troest patrons of our peace ! 

Yes ; give the pulse full empire ; live the bmta, 

Since, as the brute, we die. The sum of man. 

Of godlike man! to revel, and to rot. 

'* But not OB equal terms with other brutes: 
Their revels a more poignant relish yi^, 
And safer tee; they never poisons choose. 
Instinct, than reason, makes mere wholescnie 
And sends all-marring murmur far away. 
(*or sensual life they best philosophize ; '* 



d by Google 



Thein, that aeveiie, the sa^es sought in yain : 
Tis man akme expostulates with Hearen; 
His, aU the power, and all the cause, to monriL 
Shall human eyes alone di8s<dTe in tears ? 
And hleed, in anguish, none but human hearts f 
The wide-stretchM realm of intellectual woe, 
Surpassing sensual far, is all our own. 
In life so fatally distinguish^, why 
Cast in one lot, confounded, lun^^d, in death f 

" Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt ? 
Why thunder'd this peculiar clause against us. 
All-mortal, and all-wretched ?— Hare the skies 
Beasons of state, their subjects may not scan, 
Nor humbly reas<m, when they sorely sigh? 
All-mortal, and all-wretched !— Tis too much ; 
UnparaUelM m nature : *tis too much, 
On being unrequested at thy hands. 
Omnipotent ! For I see nought but power. 

" And why see that? Why thought ? To toil and eat» 
Then make our bed in darkness, needs no thou^t, 
What superfluities are reasoning souls ! 
Ok, give eternity ! or thought destroy ! 
But without thought, our curse were half unfelt ; 
Its blunted edge would spare the throbbing heart; 
And, therefore, tis bestow'd. I thank thee, reason [ 
For aiding lifers too small calamities, 
And giTing being to the dread of death. 
Such are thy bounties ! — Was it then too much 
For me, to trespass on the brutal rights ? 
Too much for Heaven to make one emmet more? 
Too much for chaos to permit my mass 
A longer stay with essences unwrou^t, 
UnfashionM, untormented into man? 
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Wretched preferment to this Tmmd of peios ! 
Wretched capacity of firenzj, thought! 
Wretched capacity of ^ring* life ! 
Life, thought, worth, wisdom, all, (O foul revolt I) 
Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

**]>eath, then, has changed its nature too : O deaitti ! 
Come to my bosom, thou best gift oi Heaven! 
Best friend of man ! once man is man no more. 
Why in this thorny wilderness so long. 
Since there^ no promised land^s ambroeial bower. 
To pay me with its honey for my stings? 
If needful to the selfish schemes of Heaven 
To sting us sore, why mock'd our misery ? 
Why tbis so sumptuous insult o^er our heads f 
Why this iUnstrious canopy display^ f 
Why so magnificently lodged despair ? 
At stated periods, sure-returning; roll 
These glorious orbs, that mortals may compnta 
Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lose 
Their misery^ full measure ?— Smiles with flowen. 
And fruits, promiscuous, ever-teeming earth. 
That man may languish in luxurious scenes. 
And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ? 
Claim earth and skies man*^ admiration, doe 
For such delights? BlessM animals ! too wise 
To wonder, and too happy to complain ! 

" Our doom decreed demands a mournful scene 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemnVl? 
Why not the dragon'A subterranean den, 
For man to howl in ? Why not his abode 
Of the same dismal colour with his fate ? 
A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast expense 
0f time, toO, treasure^ art^ for owls and addeiii 
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As coDg^riKms, as, for mas, this Mly ^kme, 

Which prompts proud thought, and kindles h^ % desire; 

If, from her hmnble chamber in the dust. 

While proud thought swells, and high desire iafbunes. 

The poor worm calls us for her inmates there 

And, round us, death's inexorable hand 

Draws the daric curtain close ; undrawn no more. 

** Undrawn no morei^-Behind the cloud of death, 
Once, I beheld a sun ; a sun wbich gilt 
That sable cloud, and tumM it all to gold. 
How the graye's altered ! fathomless, as hell ! 
A real hell to those who dreamM of heaven. 
Annihilation ! How it yawns before me ! 
Next moment I may drop from thought, from sensie. 
The privilege of angels, and of worms. 
An outcast from existence ! and this spirit, 
This all-pervading, this all -conscious soul, 
This particle of eneigy divine. 
Which travels nature, flies from star to star. 
And visits gods, and emulates their powers, 
For ever is extinguished. Horror ! death ! 
Death of tint death I fearless once surveyed ! — 
When horror universal shall descend. 
And heaven^ dark concave urn all human race. 
On that enramous, unref^ding tomb. 
How just this verse ! this monumental sigh !" 

Beneath the lumber of demoIishM worlds. 
Beep in the rubbish of the general wreck. 
Swept ignominious to the common mass 
Of matter, nerer dignified with life. 
Here lie proud rationals ; the sons of Heaven ; 
The lords of earth ! the property of worms ! 
Beings of jresterday, and no to-morrow ! 
Who lived in terror, and in pangs expired ! 
• All gone to rot in chaos ; or, to make 

Their happy transit into blocks, or bniteib 
Kor longer suUy .their Creator^sn 
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' LoRXNZo ! hear, pause, wonder, and pnmoiiiioe. 
Just is this history? If sach is man, 
Mankiiid^ historian, though divine, might we^ 
And dares Lobsnzo smile l—I know the prood. 
For once let pride befriend thee: pride looks pak 
At such a scene, and sighs for something more. 
Amid thy boasts, presumptions, and displays, 
And art thou then a shadow? less than shade? 
And nothing? less than nothing? To hare been» 
And not to be, is lower than unborn. 
Art thou ambitious ? Why then make the worm 
Thine equal? Runs thy taste of pleasure high? 
Why patronise sure death of every joyf 
Charm riches? Why choose beggary in the grare^ 
Of every hope a bankrupt I and for ever ? 
Ambition, pleasure, avarice, persuade thee ' 
To make that world <rf gk)ry, rapture, wealth, 
They * lately proved, thy soul^ supreme desire. 

What art diou made of? Rather, how unmade? 
Great nature^ master-appetite destroy^ ! 
Is endless life, and happiness, despised? 
Or both wished here, where neither can be found 
Such man*^ perverse, eternal war with Heaven? 
Barest thou perrist? and is there nought on eartlt 
But a long train of transitory fcnms, 
Rising, and breaking, millions in an hour ? 
Bubbles of a fantastic dmty, blown up 
In sport, and then in cruelty destroyed ? 
Oh ! for what crime, unmereiful Lobjbnzo ! 
Destroys thy scheme the whole of human race ? 
Kind is fell Lucnrsn, compared to thee : 



e: 



• In the Sixth Nif hi. 
16 * 
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Oh { ^ure thw wuto of bMoi^ half ditine; 
And vindicate th' osoonainy of Heaven* 

Hearen is aU love; all joy in giving joy; 
It never had created, but to blets x 
And shall it, then, strike off the list of life, 
A being blessM, or Tmthj so to be? 
Heaven starts at an Minihiiafiffg. God. 

Is that, ail nature starts at, thy desire? 
Art such a clod, to wish thyaielf all clay? 
What is that dreadful wish ?— The dying gnnn 
Of nature, murderM by the Uackest guilt. 
What deadfy poison has thy nature drank? 
To nature, undebauchM, no shock so great ; 
Nature^ first wish, is aidless happiness ; 
Annihilation is an after-thought, 
A mohstrous wish, unborn till virtue dies. 
And, oh ! what depth of horror lies enclosed ! 
For non*existenoe no man ever wished. 
But, first, he wished the Deity de8tioy>d. 

If so ; what words are dark enough to draw^ 
Thy picture true ? The darkest are too fiir. 
Beneath what baneful planet, in what hour . 
Of desperation, by what fury% aid. 
In what infernal posture of the soul. 
All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At such a bir&, a birth so near of kin. 
Did thy foul fancy whelp so black a scheme 
Of h^^ abortive, faculties half blown, 
And deities begun, reduced to dust? 

There^s nought (thou say%t) but one et«mal flux 
Of feeble essences, tumultuous driven 
Through time's rough billows into nights abyn. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin. 
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Is there no rocki oa wfaioh man^g totsioff thoogbl 

Can rest from terror, dare his fate lorrej, 

And boldly think it Aomethis|^ to be bom? 

Amid such hourly wrecks of beini^ fair. 

Is there no central, all-sustaining base, 

All-realizing, all-connecting power. 

Which, as it called forth all things, can recall, 

And force destruction to refund her spoil ? 

Command the graye restore her taken ^prey ? 

Bid death^s dark rale its human hardest yield. 

And earth, and ocean, pay their debt of many 

True to the grand deposit trusted there ? 

Is there no potentate, whose outstretched arm. 

When ripening time oalla fbrth th* ai^iointed bewr. 

Plucked from foul deyastation^ fiunashM maw. 

Binds present, past, and future, to his throne ? 

His throne, how glorious, thus divinely graced. 

By germinating beings clustering round ! 

A g^laad worthy the DiTinity ! 

A throne, by Heayen^s omoigpoteiice in smiles, 

Bmlt (like a Pharos towering in the wares) 

Amidst immense effusions of his kyre ! 

An ocean of communicated bliss ! 

An all-prolific, all-preserving God ! 
This were a God indeed.— And such is man. 
As here presumed : he rises from his fidl. 
ThinkHt thou Omnipotence a naked root. 
Each blossom fair <^ Deitt destroyed ? 
Nothing is dead ; nay, nothing sleeps : each soul. 
That ever animated human clay. 
Now wakes; is on the wing : and where, O wheie. 
Will the swarm settle ?— When the trumpets call. 
As sounding brass, collects us, round Heayen*B throve 
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CoDglobed, we bsak in ereriasting day, 
(Paternal splend ar !) and adhere for erer* 
Had not the wvH thiB outlet to the ikie8» 
In this Tast Teasel of the uniyerse, 
How should we gasp, as in an empty yoid! 
How in the pangs of famishM hope expire f 

How bright my prospect shines ! how gloomy, thine 2 
A trembling wc^ ! and a derouring god ! 
Earth, but the shambles of <mmipotence ! 
Hearen^s foce all stained with causeless massacres 
Of countless millions, bom to feel the pang 
Of being lost. Lo&bnzo! can it be?; 
This bids us shudder at the thou^ts of life. 
Who would be bom to such a phantom world. 
Where nought substantial, but our misery ' 
Where joy (if joy) but h^^tens our distaneii» 
80 soon to perish, and reyiye no more ? 
The greater such a joy, the more it pains. 
A worid, so hr from g^reat, (and yet how greal 
It shines to thee !) there^ nothing real in it; 
B^ng, a shadow ! consciousness, a dream ! 
A dream, how dreadful ! universal blank 
Before it, and behind ! Poor man, a spark 
From non-existence struck by wrath diyine; 
-Glittering a moment, nor that uHnnent sure ; 
^Midst upper, nether, and surrounding night. 
His sad, sure, sudden, and eternal tomb ! 

Lonxivzo, dost thou fed these aiguments ? 
Or is there nought but yengeance can be felt? 
How hast thou dared the Dsitt dethrone ? 
How dared indict him of a world like this ? . 
If such the world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is crimci but cause of misery? 
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Retract, blasphemer ! and unriddle this. 
Of endless arg^unents, aboFe, below, 
Withoat ns, and within, the short result-*— 
*' If man^s immortal, there^s a God in heay^i.^ 

But wherefore snch redundancy ? such waste 
Of arg^ument ? One sets my soul at rest ! 
One obyious, and at hand, and, oh !— at heart: 
So just the skies, Pm«ANDEa's life so painM, 
His heart so pure ; that, or succeeding scenes 
Hare palms to give, or ne^er had he been bom. 

<< What an old tale is this !" Lorenzo cries* 
I grant this argument is old ; but tmth 
No years impair : and had not this been true, 
Thou never badst despised it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy soul ; and foble 
As fleeting as thy joys. Be wise, nor make 
Hearen^ highest blessing, rengeanoe ; O be wne! 
Nor make a curse of immortality. 

Say, knowM thou what it is, or what thou art? 
Know^ thou th* importance of a soul immortal? 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worlds ! 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze ; 
Ten thousand add ; and twice ten thousand more ; 
Then weigh the whole : one soul outweighs them all; 
And calls th* astonishing magnifioence 
Of uninteUig^it creation, poor. 

For this, beliere not me ; no man believe : 
Trust not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no Um 
Than those of the Suprsme ; nor his, a few ; 
Consult them all ; consulted, all proclaim 
Thy soul^ importance. Tremble at thyself: 
For whom Omaipoteiice has waked so long: 
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Hat waked, and workM for ages ; from the birtii 
Of Daturo, to this imbelieviiig hour. 

In this small prorince of His yast domain, 
(All nature bow, while I pronoonce His name !] 
What has God done, and not for this sole end, 
To rescue sools from death P The sonl^ high price 
Is writ in all the condnct of the skies. 
The sonl^ high price is the creation^ key, 
Unlocks its mysteries, and naked lays 
The genuine cause of eyery deed divine : 
That, is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obyious correspondence, and unites 
Most distant periods in one blessM design . 
That, is the mighty hinge, on which hare tarM 
All rcYolutions, whether we regfard 
The natural, ciril, or religious world ; 
The former two but servants to the third ; 
To that their duty done, they both expire; 
Their mass new-cast, forgot their deeds renownMs 
And angels ask, ** where once they shone so foirf* 

To lift us firom this abject, to sublime : 
This flux, to permanent; this daric, to day; 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to serene ; 
This mean, to mighty ! — ^for this glorious end 
Th* Almioktt, rising, his long sabbath broke ! 
The worid was made; was ruinM ; was restored; 
Laws from the skies were pubhshM ; were repealM | 
On earth, kings, kingdoms, rose; kings, kingdoms, fell; 
Famed sages lighted up the Pagan world ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Through distant age ; saints trarelM ; martyrs bled; 
By wonders sacred nat 're stood controlM ; 
The living were translated ; dead were raised ; 
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Angeby and more than angels, came from beareni 
And, oh ! for this, descended lower still ! 
Gilt was heU^ gloom ; astiMiishM at his guest. 
For one short moment Lucifs& adored : 
Lorenzo! and wilt thou do less ?~^For this. 
That hallowM page, fools scoff at, was inspired* 
Of all these truths thrice-yenerable code ! 
Deists! perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall prostrate, ere you touch it, lest you die. 

Nor less intensely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than those of light, this end to gain. 
O what a scene is here ! — ^Lorenzo, wake ! 
Rise to the thought ; exert, expand thy soul 
To take the vast idea : it denies 
All else the name of great. Two warring worlds ! 
Not Europe against Afric ; warring worlds, 
Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing! 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal. 
High-hovering o'er this little brand of strife ! 
This sublunary ball— But strife, for what? 
In their own cause conflicting ? No; in thine* 
In man^. His single interest blows the flame s 
His the sole stake ; his fate the trumpet sounds, 
Which kindles war immortal. How it bums! 
Tumultuous swarms of deities in arms ! 
Force, force opposing, till the waves run hi^, 
And tempest nature'b universal sphere. 
Goch opposites eternal, stedfast, stem, 
Such foes implacable, are Good and 111 ; [them. 

Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace between 

Think not this fiction. ** There was war in heaven*^ 
From heaven's high crystal mountain, where it hung, 
TV Almiohtt'^ ontstretohM ann took down bis boW| 
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And ahot Us iBcBgnalxm at the deep: 
Re-thunderM hell, and darted all her fires.— 
And seemi the stake of little momeiit still? 
And slumbers man, who singlj eansed the storm? 
He sleeps. — ^And art thou shockM at mysteries ? 
The g^reatest, thou. How dreadful to reflect, 
What ardour, care, and counsel, mortals cause 
In breasts dirine ! how little in their own ! 

Where%r I turn, how new }m>oft pour upon me! 
How happilj this wondrous riew sup po rts 
My former argument ! How strongly strikes 
Immortal liiie^ full demonstration, here ! 
Why this exertion ? Why this strange regard 
From heaven^ Omnipotent indulged to man ? — 
Because, in man, the glorious, dreadful power. 
Extremely to be painM, or bless^, for ever. 
Duration gives importance ; swelb the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day. 
What would he be ? A trifle of no weight ; 
Or stand, or f^ ; no matter which ; he^ gone. 
Because immortal, therefore is indulged 
This ftfange regard of deities to dust 
Hence, heaven looks down on eartti with aH her eyes : 
Hence, the soul% mighty moment in her sight: 
Hence, every soul has partisans above. 
And every thought a critic in the skies : 
Hence, clay, vile clay ! has angels for its g^uard, 
And eveiy guard a passion for his chaige : 
Hence, firom all age, tiie cabinet divine 
Has hdd high counsel o^er tiie fate of man. 

Nor have tibe clouds those g^racious counsels hid* 
Angels undrew the curtain of tibe tiirone, 
And PRovtDXifcs came forth to meet mankind: 
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In Tarions modes of emphasis and awe, 

He spoke his wiU, and tremblings natore heaid : 

He spoke it loud, in thunder and in storm. 

Witness, thou Sinai! whose cloud-coFeiM beifhty 

And shaken basis, own'd the present Gop : 

Witness, ye billows ! whose returning tide. 

Breaking the chain that fastened it in air» 

Swept Egypt, and'her menaces, to hell : 

Witness, ye flames ! th* Assyrian tyrant blew 

To serenfold rage, as impotent, as strong t 

And thou, earth ! witness, whose expanding jawi 

Closed o'er presumption^^ sacrilegious sons.*^ 

Has not each element, in turn, subscribed 

The soul's high price, and sworn it to the wise f 

Has not flame, ocean, setiber, earthquake, strore 

To strike this truth through Sdamantine man ^ 

If not all-adamant, Loreiczo ! hear: 

All is delusion ; nature is wrt^t up, 

In tenfold night, from reason'^ keenest eye ; 

There's no consistence, meaning, plan, or end. 

In all beneath the sun, in all above 

(As far as man can penetrate,) or hearen 

Is an immense, inestimable prize : 

Or all is nothing, or that prize is all.— 

And shall each toy be still a match for hearen, 

And full equivalent for groans below ? 

Who would not giro a trifle to prevent. 

What he would give a thousand worlds to cure f 

Lorenzo ! thou hast seen (if thine to see) 
All nature, and her God (by nature'^ coone. 
And nature'^ course controlM,) declare for me t 

17 
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The skies aboFe proclaim, <* Immortal man !^ 
And, ** Man immortal !^ all below resonndi* 
The worlds m system of theology. 
Read by the greatest strangers to the schoolti 
If honest, leamM ; and sagea o^r a (dough. 
Is not, Lorenzo, then, imposed on thee 
This hard altematiye ; or, to renounce 
Thy reason, and thy sense ; or, to believe? 
What then is unbelief? 'Tis an exploit ; 
A strenuous enterprize : to gain it, man 
Must burst through every barof common semey 
Of common shame, magnanimously wrong. 
And what rewards the sturdy combatant ? 
His prize, repentance ; infamy, his crown. 

But wherefore in£uny ? — ^For want of faith, 
Down the steep preciplbe of wrong he slides; 
There^ nothing to support him in the right 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at least 
In embryo, every weakness, eveiy gnilts 
And strong ^mptation ripens it to birth. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed. 
Why not his country sold, his father slainf 
'Tis virtue to pursue our good supreme ; 
And his supreme, his only good, is here. 
Ambition, avarice, by the wise disdain^ 
Is perfect wisdom, while mankind are foob. 
And think a turf^ or tombstone, covers aU x* 
These find employment, and provide for seua 
A richer pasture, and a laiger range ; 
And sense by right divine ascends the thront, 
When virtue^ prize and prospect are no moft | 
Virtue no more we think the will of Heaven, 
Would Heaven quite beggar virtue, if beloved ? 
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<< Has Tutiie channt ?**— I iprant her hearwilf ftdr ; 
Bat if anportxmM, all will interest wed ; 
Though that our admiration, this our choioe. 
The Tirtaes g^w on immortality ; 
That root destroyVl, they wither and expire 
A Deitt beliered, will nought arail ; 
Rewards and ponishmenti make Gon adored ; 
And hopes and fears gire conscience all her power. 
As in the dying parent dies the child, 
Virtae, with immortality, expires. 
Who tells me he denies his soul immortal. 
Whatever his boast, has told me, he^ a knare. 
His duty His, to lore himself alcme ; 
Nor care though mankind perish, if he smiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man shall wholly die, 
Is dead already ; nought but brute surriyes. 

And are there such ? — Such candidates there are 
For more than death ; for utter loss of beings 
Being, tibe basis of the Deitt ! 
Ask yon the cause?— The cause they win not teUt 
Nor neecl they : oh the sorceries of sense ! 
They work this transformation on the soul ; 
Dismount her, like the serpent at the fidl, 
Dismount her from her natire wing (which soaiM 
Erewhile ethereal hei^ti,) and throw her dofwu^ 
To lick the dust, and crawl in such a thought 

Is it in words to paint you? O ye fiJlen ! 
Fallen from the wings of reason, and of hopal 
Erect in stature, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleasure, posting into pain ! 
Loyersof argument, averse to sense ! 
Boasters of liberty, fast bound in chains ! 
Lords of the wide creation^ and the shame f 
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More s^ueleM tban th^ irratkmals yoa toora! 

More base tban tibose yoa rule ! tbtua tiboee yoa pity. 

Far more ondone ! O ye most infamoos 

Of beings, from superior dignity ! 

Deepest in woe, finom means of boondkss bliit! 

Te cursed by blessings infinite! becaose 

Most highly farour^ most profoundly lost ! 

Ye motley masa of contradiction strong ! 

And are you, too, conrinced, your souls fly oS 

In exhalation soft, and die in air, 

From the full flood of evidence against you? 

In the coarse drudgeries, and sinks of sense, 

Your souls have quite worn out the make of HeareOf 

By vice new-cast, and creatures of your own : 

But though you can deform, you canH destroys 

To curse, not uncreate, is all your power. 

LoiiEjrzo ! this Mack brotherhood renoanc6> 
Renounce St Evremont, and read St. PauL 
Ere rapt by miracle, by reason winged. 
His mounting mind made long abode in hearen* 
This is freethinking, unconfined to parts, 
To send the soul, on curious trarel bent, 
Through all the provinces of human thought ; 
To dart her flight, through the whole sphere of maiu 
Of this vast tmiyerse to make the tour ; 
In each recess of space, and time, at home; 
Familiar with their wonders : diving deep ; 
And like a prince of boundless interests there^ 
Still most ambitious of the most remote ; 
To look on truth unbroken, and entire ; 
Truth in the system, the full orb ; where truths 
By truths enlightenM, and sustainM, afford 
An aiohrlikei ftiODg foundation, to support 
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TV inciinibent weight of absoliite, coms^/SbB 
Conyictum : hexe, the more we press, we stand 
More firm ; who most examine, most beliere. 
Parts, like half-sentences, confound; the whole 
Conveys the sense, and God is understood ; 
' Who not in fragments writes to human race^ 
Read his whcde yolume, sceptic ! then reply 

This, this, is thinking fnte, a thought that grasps 
Beyond a grain, and lodes beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, surrey this midnight tceae : 
What are esuth^s kingdoms, to yon boundless orbs, 
Of human souk, one day, the destined range! 
And what yon boundless orbs, to godlike ma& ? 
Those numerous worlds that throng the firmament. 
And ask more space in heaven, can roll at large 
In man^ capacious thought, and still leave room 
For zEoplet orbs ; for new creations, there* 
Can SBch a soul contract itself to gripe 
A point of no dimension, of no weight ? 
It can ; it does ; the world is such a point; 
And, of that point, how small a part enslaves I 

How small a part— of nothing, shall I say ? 
Why not ?— friends, our chief treasure, how they dropl 
LuoiA, Narcima fair, PHiLAia>Em, gone ! 
The grave, Mke fabled Cerberus, has oped 
A triple mouth ; and, in an awful voice. 
Loud caBs my soul, and utters all I sing 
How the woiid falls to pieces round about v. 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
What says this transportation of my friends ? 
It bids me hwe the place where now they dwell. 
And scorn this wretched spot, they leave so poor. 
Eternity^ vast ocean lies before thee ; 
17 * 
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There, there, Lorenzo ! thf Clakiua sails. * 
Giro tbj mind sea-room ; keep it wide of earth, 
That rock of souls immortal; cut thy cord; 
Weigh anchor; spread thy sails ; call erery wind; 
Eye thy gpreat Pole-star ; make the land of life. 

Two kinds of life has double-natnied man. 
And two of death ; the last fiur more severe. 
Life animal is nurtared by the snn; 
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams* 
Life rational subsists on higher food, 
Triumphant in His beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that sun, and are left by this 
(The fiaite of all who die in stubborn guilt,) 
'Tis utter darkness ; strictly double death. 
We sink by no judicial stroke of Hearen, 
But nature^ course ; as sure as plummets falL 
Since God, or man, must alter, ere they meet 
(For light and darkness blend not in one sphere,) 
fTis manifest, Lorekzo, who must change. 

If, then, that double death should prore thy lol^ 
Blame not the bowels <^ the Deitt : 
Man shall be bless^ as fajr as man pennits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, heayen arms 
With an ilhistrions, but tremendous power 
To counteract its own most g^racious ends; 
And this, of strict necessity, not choice : 
That power denied, men, angels, were no moft 
But passiye engines, yoid of praise, or blame. 
A nature rational, implies the power 
Of being blessV^ or wretched, as we please ; 
£lse idle reason would have nought to dot 
And he that would be barr'd capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of bliM. 
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Hearen wills onr happiness, allows our doom ; 

Invites us ardently, but not compels. 

Heaven bat persaades, almighty man decrees ; 

Man is the ipaker of immortal fates. 

Man falls by man, if finally he falls ; 

And fall he must, who learns from deatii aloney 

The dreadful secret— that he lives for ever. 

Why this to thee ? — ^thee yet, periiaps, in doabt 
Of second life ? But wherefore doubtful still ? 
Eternal life is nature's ardent wish : 
What ardently we wish, we soon believe : 
Thy tardy faith declares that wish destroyed : 
What has destroyed it?— Shall I tell thee what? 
When fearM the future, His no longer wishM ; 
And, when unwishM, we strive to disbelieve 
<* Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.^ 
Nor that the sole detection ! Blush, Lorxk zo ! 
Blush fbr hypocrisy, if not fi>r guilt 

The future fear^!— An infidel, and fear? 
Fear what ? a dream ? a fable?— How thy dread, 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore strong, 
Affi>rds my canse an undeaigtfd si^yport I 
How disbelief affirms, what it denieal 
<< It, unawares, asserts immortal life '^-o 
* Surprising ! infidelity turns out 
A cree^ and » confession of our sins : 
Apostates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo ! with LoRsn zo clash no more ; 
Nor longer a transparent vizor wear. 
Think'st thou, Rblioioh only has her mask' 
Our infidels are Satan's h^^xicrites ; 
Pretend the worst, and, at the bottom, fail. 
Wbe9 visited by thought (thought will intrude,) 
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Is there hypocrisy so fool as this ? 

So fatal to the weMxre of the w<»^ ? 

What detestation, what contempt, their dne? 

And, if unpaid, be thanked fur their escape 

That Chnvtian candour they strive hard to acorn. 

If not for that asylum, they might find 

A hell on earth ; nor ^scape a worse below* 

With insolence, and impotence of thought, 
Instead of racking &ncy, to refute, 
Heform thy manners, and the truth enjoy.— 
But shall I dare confess the dire result? 
Can thy proud reason bro(^ so black a brand? 
From purer manners, to sublimer &ith, 
Is nature'b unaroidaUe ascent ; 
An honest deist, where the Gospel shines, 
Matured to nobler, in the Christian ends. 
When that blessed change arrives, e'^ea cast aside 
This song superfluous ; life immortal strikes 
Conviction, in a flood of light divine 
A Christian dwdls, like Uriel, in the son;* 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight; 
And ardent hope anticipates the does. 
Of that bright sdn, Lorsneo ! scale the qihera I 
rns easy ! it invites thee; it descends 
From heaven to woo, and waft thee whence it camet 
Read and revere the sacred page ; a page 
Where triuH^hs immortality; a page 
Which not the whole crtotion c<mld produce ; 
Which not the conilagration shall dettraj; 

• JtiUm, 
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^Tis printed in the mind of gods for erer s 
In nature^ ruins not one letter lost. 

In prood disdain of what e^n gods adore, 
Do9t smile ?— Poor wretch ! thy guardian angel weeps. 
Angds, and men, assent to what I sing; 
Wits smile, and thank me for mj midnight dream. 
How vicious hearts fume frenzj to the brain ! 
Parts push us on to pride, and pride to shame'; 
Pert infidelity is wit's cockade. 
To grace the brazen brow that brares the skies, 
By loss of being, dreadfully secure. 
LoRBif zo ! if thy doctrine wins the day, 
And drires my ^ams, defeated, finom the field ; 
If this is an, if earth a final scene. 
Take heed ; stand fast ; be sure to be a knaye; 
A knare in gnrain! ne'er deyiata to the right : 
Shouldst thou be good— how infinite thy loss! 
Guilt only makes annihilation gain. 
BlessM scheme ! which life deprives of comforty deafii 
Of hope ; and which vice only recommends. 
If so, where, infidels ! your bait thrown out 
To catch weak converts ? Where your .lofty boast 
Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man ? 
Annihilation ! I confess, in these. 

What can reclaim yon? Dare I hope pfofimnd 
Philosophers the converts of a song? 
Yet know, its title * flatters you, not me : 
Yours be the praise to make my title good ; 
Mine, to bless Heaven, and triumph in your pndio< 
But since so pestilential your disuse, 
Though sovereign is the medicine Iprescribe^ 
As yet, ni neither triumph, nor despair : 

• The Infidel Reclaimed. 
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But hope, ere long^, my nudniffat dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your wisdom— to be wise : 
For why shovild souls immortal, made for bliss, 
E^er wish (and wish in rain !) that souls could die ? 
What ne^er can die, oh ! grant to live ; and crows 
The wish, and aim, and labour of the skies ; 
Increase, and enter on the jojrs of heafen : 
Thus shall my title pass a sacred seal, 
Receive an imprimatur tmm abore. 
While angels shout— An infidel reclaimVI ! 

To close, Lorenzo. Spite of all my pains, 
Still seems it strange, that thou shouldst lire for efor? 
Is it less strange that thou shouldst live at all ? 
This is a miracle ; and that no more. 
Who gare beginning, can exclude an end. 
Deny thou art: then, doubt if thou shalt be* 
A miracle with miracles enclosed. 
Is man : And starts his faith at what is strangled 
What less than wonders, from the WonderAil; 
What less than miracles, from God, can flow? 
Admit a God— that mystery supreme ! 
That canse uncaused ! all other wondenoMMi 
Nothing is marvellous for Him to do t 
Deny Him— all is mystery besides ; 
Millions of mysteries! each darker for. 
Than that thy wisdom would, unwisely, shon* 
If weak thy foith, why choose the haider aide? 
We nothing know, but what is marvelloiu; 
Tet what is marvellous, we panH believe. 
So weak our reason, and so great our God, 
What most surprises in the sacred page. 
Or full as strange, or stranger, must be true. 
Faith is not reason's labour, but repose. 
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To faith, and Tirtiie, why so backward, maa? 
From haaee :~Tbe present strongrlj strikes at all s 
The future, fainU j. Ckn we, then, be men ? 
If men, Lohenzo, the reverse is right. 
Reason is man^ peculiar ; sense, the brute%. 
The present is the scanty reakn of sense ; 
The future, reason^s empire unconfined : 
On that expending all her godlike power, 
She plans, prorides, expatiates, triumphs, there ; 
There, builds her blessings ; there, expects her praise; 
And nothing asks of fortune, or of men. 
And what is reason ? Be she thus defined^ 
Reason is uprig^ stature in the souL 
Oh ! be a man ;— and strive to be a god. 

«*Forwhat?(thoasay^t:) To dampthe joysof li£i?" 
No ; to give heart and substance to thy joys. 
That tyrant, hope ; mark how she domineen i 
She bkis us quit realities, for dreams ; 
Safety and peace, for hazard and alarm i 
That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the soul, 
She bids ambitioB quit its taken prize. 
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it sits. 
Though bearing crowns, to spring at distant game; 
And plunge in toils and dangers— ^or repose. 
If hope precarious, and of things, when gainM» 
Of little moment, and as little stay. 
Can sweeten toils and dangers into joys ; 
What, then, that hope, which nothing can defeat^ 
Our leave unask'd ? rich hope of boundless bUss ! 
BUss, past man% power to paint it ; time's to close ! 

This hopQ is eiu-th's most estimable prize : 
This is man's portion, while no more than man : 
Hope, of all passions, most befriends us here ; 



d by Google 



i04 TBS COltPLAINT. ITIGHT Til. 

Passions of prouder name befriend us less. 
Joy has her tears ; and transport has her death: 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, thoogfa strong^, 
Man's heart, at once, inspirits and serenes ; 
Nor makes him pay his wisdom for his joys: 
'Tis all our present state can safely bear. 
Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind ! 
A joy attempered ! a chastised delight ! 
Like the fair summer evening, mild, and sweet! 
'Tis man's full cup ; his paradise beiow ! 

A bless'd hereafter, then, or hop'd or gain'd 
Is all ;— our whole of happiness : full proo^ 
I chose no trivial or inglorious theme. 
And know, ye foes to song ! (well-meanmg men. 
Though quite forgotten half your Bible'k * praise!) 
Important truths, in spite of verse, may please. 
Grave minds you praise ; nor can you praise too much. 
If there Is weight in an Eternity, 
Let the grave listen ;— and be graver stilL 

• The poetical partt of It > 
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Prayt ardemt opens Heaven, let r down a. stream 
Of ^lory oiv the consecrated hour 
.Of Tna-n in ' avid ience" with tlie Deitj-. 
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NIGHT tHE EIGHTH. 

VIRTUE'S APOU)GT{ 

OR, 

THE BIAN or THE WORLD ARSWERia 

nr WHICH AXK C0N8IDSRXD, 

LOTB OF THIS LIFE ; THE AMBITIOIT AND FLXA- 
Smm, WITH THE WIT AND WISDOM, OF 
THE WORLD. 



AifD baf an nature, then> espoused my fiart? 
Hare I bribed heareii, and esurth, to plead against tbee? 
And is thy soul immortal ? — ^What remains ? 
All« all, LoBBKSo !-^BIake immortal, blessM. 
UnblessM, immortals !— wbat can shock as more ? 
And yet Lonsnzo ttill affiscts the world; 
There, stows his treasure ; thence, his title draws, 
Man of ike world (for such wonldst thou be oall^) 
And art thou proud of that ingbrious style? 
Proud of reproach ? for a reproach it was. 
In ancient days ; and CHRisTiAH,-^in an age 
When men were men, and not ashamed of haanaii^ 
Fired their ambition, as it crownM their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Castalian (bnti 
Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 
A purer spirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy fond attachments, fatal, and inflamed, 
Point out my path, and dictate to my song t 
18 
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To thee, the world how fair ! how strongly strikes 
Ambitioii i kilA gkj pleasure strctegei' still ! 
Thy triple bane ! ^e triple bolt, that lays 
Thy virtue deiui ! tie these n .y triple theme ; 
Nor shall thy wit, or wisdom, be forgot. 

Common the theme; not so the song; if she 
. My Mhg hiTokes, Uiunia, deig^ to smile. 
The charm that chains us" to the world, her foe. 
If she dissolres, the man of earth, at once. 
Starts from his trance, and sighs for other seeiieB ; 
Scenes, where these sparks of night, these stars, Aall 
UnnnmberM suns (for all things, as they are, [shine 
The bless'd behold;) and, in one glory pour 
Their blended blaze on man^ astonie^^d sight ; 

A blaze ^the least illustrious object there. 

Lorenzo ! since eternal is at hand. 
To swallow time^ ambitions ; as the rast 
Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
Hig^ tities, high descent, attainments hi^h, 
If unattainM our highest ? O Lorenzo \ 
What lofty thoughts, ^ese elements above, 
What towering hopes, what sallies from the siuiy 
What grand surveys of destiny divine, 
And pompous ptes»ge of unifatbomM fate, 
Should roll in bosoms, where a spirit bums, 
Boimd for eternity ! in bosoms read 
By Himj who fdibles in archangels sees ! ^ 
On human hearts He bends a jealoas eye. 
And marks, and ih heaven^ reg^ter inroUs, 
The rise, and progress, of each option there; 
Sacred to doomsday ! That the page unfolds. 
And spreads tts to the gaze of gods and men. 
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And what an optioa, O LiojasNZo ! thine ? 
This world ! and this, nnrlTali^d by the aides ! 
A world, where lust of pleasure, grandeur, gold. 
Three dannoiiB that diYide its realms between thtn^ 
With strdoes alternate bii£bt to and firo 
Man^ restless heart, their qKnt, their flying ball; 
Till, with the giddy circle, sick, and tiied» 
It pants for peace, and drc^ mto despair. 
Such is the world LoK n-o sets above 
That glorious promise angds were esteenM 
Too mean to bring; a promise, their Adond 
Descended to communicate, and press. 
By couns^ miracle, life, ^oth, on man. 
Sach is the worid Lorenzo^ wisdom wooefy 
And on its thorny pillow seeks repose ; 
A pillow, which, like opiates ill prepared. 
Intoxicates, but not composes ; fills 
The Wsionary mind with g^y chimasras, 
All the wild trash of sleq>, without the rest; 
What unfeignM travel, and what dreams of )oj t 

How frail, men. things ! How momentary, boUil 
Fantastic chase of shadows, hunting shades ! 
The gay, the busy, equal, though unlike ; 
Equal in wisdom, differently wise ! 
Througli flowery meadows, and through dreaiy wastes^ 
One bustling, and one dancing, into death. 
^There^ not a day, but, to the man of thought. 
Betrays some secret, that throws new xeiHnoach 
On life, and makes him sick of l ea in g mote*) 
The scenes ci business tell us— ^ Wi at are men ;^ 
The scenes of pleasure—" What is all beside :» 
There, others we despise ; and here, ourselres. ' 
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Amid diigftist eternal, dwells delig^ht ? 
Tis approbation ttriket tiie string of joy. 

What vrondrovs prize has kindled this career. 
Stuns with the din, and chokes as with the dnst^ 
On lifers gay stage, one inch abore the grave ? 
The prond nm up and down, in quest of eyes; 
The sensual, in pursuit of something worse ; 
The gpraye, of goid ; the pditic, of power; 
And all, of other huttMrflies, as Tain ! 
As eddies draw things friyolous, and light, 
How is man^ heart by yanity drawn in ; 
On the swift circle of returning tojrs, 
WhirPd, straw*Uke, round and round, and then ingulf^ , 
Where g^y delusion daikens to de^>air ! 

** This is a beaten track.''-*Is this a track 
Should not be beaten P Nerer beat enough. 
Till enough learned the truths it would inspire* 
Shall truth be silent, because folly frowns ? 
Turn the worid% history; what find we there. 
But fortuned sports, or nature^ cruel claims, 
Or woman^ artifice, or man^ revenge. 
And endless inhumanities on man ? 
Fame*8 trumpet seldom sounds, but, like die knell. 
It brings bad tidings : how it hourly blows 
Man's misadventures round the listening world t 
Man is the tale of narrative old time ; 
Sad tale ! which high as Paradise begins; 
As if, the toil of travel to delude. 
From stage to stage, in his eternal round, 
The days, his daughters, as they spin our hours 
On fiirtune^ wheel, where accklent unthought 
Oft, in a moment, snaps lifers strongest thread. 
Each, in her turn, some tragic story tells, 
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Witb, uow and then, a wretched fieurce between ; 
And fills his chronicle wi^ human woes. 

Time's daujphters, true as those of men, deceive w; 
Not one, but puts some cheat on all mankind : 
While in their father's bosom, not yet ours, 
Hiey flatter our fond hopes ; and promise much 
Of amiable ; but hold him not o'erwise, 
Who dares to trust them ; and laug^ round the year 
As still-confiding, still-confounded, man, 
<!)onfidingf, though confounded ; hoping on, 
Untaught by tr^, unconyinced by proc^, 
And ever-looking for the neyer-seen. 
^ Life to the last, like hardened felons, lies ; 
Nor owns itself a cheat, till it expires. 
Its little joys go out by one and one. 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfect night ; V ^ 
Night, darker than what, now, involves the pole; 

O THOU, who dost permit these ills to fidl, 
For gracious ends, and wouldst that man should 

mourn! 
O THOU, whose hands this goodly fabric framed. 
Who know'st it best, and wouldst that man should 
What is this sublunary world ? A vapour ! Pmow I 
A vapour all ft holds ; itself a vapour. 
From the damp bed of chaos, by thy beani 
Exhaled, ordain'd to swim its destined hour 
In ambient air, then melt» and disi^ppear. 
Earths days are numbered, nor remote her doon; 
As mortal, though less transient than her sons ; 
Yet they dote on her, as the world and they 
Were both eternal, solid ; THOU, a dream. 

They dote, on what ? Immortal views aparty 
A regpion of outsides ! a land of ^^adows ! 
18* 
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A frnitfol field of flowery promises ! 
A wilderness of joys ! perplexM wi^ dbubts, 
And sharp with thorns ! a troubled ocean, spread 
With bold adrentarers, their all on board ; 
No second hope ^ if here their fortune frowns ! 
Frown soon it must Of rarious rates they sail, 
Of ensign yarious ; all alike in this, 
All restless, anxious; tossM with hopes and feaiSi 
In calmest skies ; obnoxious all to storm ; 
And stormy the most general blast of life ; 
All bound for happiness ; yet few provide 
The chart of knowledge, pointing where it Bess 
Or virtue^s helm, to shape the course desig^^: 
All, more or less, capricious fate lament. 
Now lifted by the tide, and now resorb'd. 
And further from their wishes than before: 
All, more or less, against each other da^, 
To mutual hurt, by gusts of passion driyen, 
And suffering more from folly, than from ttAe* 
Ocean ! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 
Death^s capital, where most he domineers. 
With all his chosen terrors finowning round 
(Though lately feasted high at Albion^ cost,]* 
Wide opening, and loud roaring still for more I 
Too faithful mirror ! how dost thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life ! 
The strong resemblance tempts me further still 
And, hfiipiy, Britain may be deeper struck 
By moral trutb, in such a mirror seen. 
Which nature hdds for erer at her eye. 

• AaininliMe&M.te. 
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Self-ilatteiM, unexperienced, high in hope, 
When joung^, with sanguine cheer, and streamen gay » 
We cut our cable, launch into the worid. 
And fondly dream each wind and star our frigid; 
All, in some darling enterprise embarked: 
But where is he can fathom its erent ? 
Amid a multitude of artless hands, 
Ruin^s sure perquisite ! her lawful prize ! 
Some steer aright; but the black blast blows hard. 
And pufi them wide of hope : with hearts of proof, 
Full against wind and tide, some win their way ; 
And when strong effi>rt has desenred the port, 
And tugged it into riew, His won ! His lost ! 
Though strong their oar, still stronger is their fistte : 
They strike ; and, while they triumph, they expire. 
In stress of weather, most ; some sink outright ; 
O'er them, and o'er their names, the billows olofe ; 
To-morrow knows not they were erer bora. 
Odiers a short memorial leare behind, 
Like a flag floating, when the hsakh ing^ulfM ; 
It floats a moment, and is seen no more : 
One C.B8AR lives ; a thousand are forgot. 
How few, beneath auspicious planets bom, 
(Darlings of Proridence ! fond Fate'b elect !) 
With swelling sails make good the promised port} 
With all their wishes freighted ! Tet, even theie, 
Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain: 
Free from misfortune, not from natn're firee, 
They still are men ; and when is man secure? 
As fatal time, as storm ! the rush of years 
Beats down their strong^ ; their numberiess escapes 
In ruin end ; and, now, their proud success 
But plants new terrors on the yictors' brow : 
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What pain to quit the world, just made their own ; 
Their nest so deeply downed, and built so high ! 
''^Too low they build, who build beneath the stan. J 

Woe then apart (if woe apart can be 
From mortal man,) and fortune at our nod. 
The gay ! rich ! great ! triumphant ! and august ! 
What are they ? — The most happy (strange to say !) 
Convince me most of human misery : 
What are they ? Smiling wretches of to-morrow I 
More wretched, then, than e^er their slave can be ; 
"^Their treacherous blessings, at the day of need, 
'^ Like other faithless friends, unmask, and sting: } 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth ! 
What aggravated impotence in power ! 
High titles, then, what insult of their pain! 
If that sole anchor, equal to the waves. 
Immortal hope ! defies not the rude storm, 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow^ t^^^» 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 

Is this a sketch of what thy soul admires ? 
** But here (thou say'st) the miseries of life 
Are huddled in a group. A more distinct 
Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.^ 
Look on lifers stages : they speak plainer still ; 
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou si^ 
Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 
The best that can befall the best on earA ; ' 
The boy has virtpe by his mother^s side : 
Tes, on FLonELLo looki^a feither^s heart 
Is tender, thcmgh the man^s is made of stone; ^j 
The truth, through such a medium seen, may 'make 
Impression deep, and fondness prove thy fnend. 

Floullo, lately cast <m this rude coast. 



d by Google 



?UITUB'S APOLOGf. tl3 

A helplest iikfiiBt ; now a hed^Oess child: 
To poor Clarissa^ throes, thj care racceedi ; 
Care fiiU of lore, and yet serere as hate ! 
O'er thy soul's joy how oft thy fondneM firafirMl 
Needful austerities his will restrain ; 
As thorns fence in the tender j^nt from hum» 
As yet) his reason cannot go alone ; 
But asks a sterner nurse to lead it on. 
His little heart is often terrified ; 
The blush of morning, in his cheek, tums pela} 
Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye ; 
His harmless eye ! and drowns an angel therer 
Ah ! what avails his innocence f The task 
Enjoined, must discipline his eariy powers : 
He learns to sigh, ere he is known to sin ; 
Guiltless, and sad ! a wretch before the fidl I 
How cruel this ! more cruel to forbear. 
Our nature such, with necessary pains, 
We punchase prospects of precarious peaoe : 
Though not a father, this mig^t steal a sigh. 
* Suppose him disciplined ar^t (if not, 
nViU sink our poor account to poorer stiU ;) 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty. 
He leaps enclosures, bounds into the world ! 
Tho world is taken, after ten years' toil. 
Like ancient Troy; and aU its joys his own. 
Alas ! the world's a tutor more serere ; 
Its lessons hard, and ill deserve his pains; 
Unteaching all his rirtuous nature taught, 
Or books (&ir virtue's advocates !) inspired* 

For who receives him into public life ? 
Men of ihB world, the terne^filial breed, 
Wekome the modest stranger to their sphere, 
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(Which glitter^ loBf , «t diftaooe, in his Mght,) 
And, in their hocpitaUe anns enclose.: 
Men, who think nought to ttrong of the romaaoe^ 
So rank lought-emBt, as a veal friend : 
Men, that act up to reason^ golden nkt^ 
AH weakness of alfeotion quite si^bdned ; 
Men, that would blush at being tho«c^ sinMW, 
And feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 
That lore a lie, where truth would pay as wdl ; 
As if, to them, rice shone her own reward. 

liOREirzo! canst thou bear a shockiDg sight? 
Such, for Fi^oRBLLo's sake, 'twill now appear : 
See the steePd files of seasoned Teterans, 
Trains to the worid, in bumiah^ folsebood bfi|^; 
Deep in the fatal stratagems of peace ; 
All soft sensation, in the throng, mbbM off; 
All their keen purpose, in politcaiess sheathVl ; ' 

His friends eternal— during interest ; 
His foes imfdacable— when worth thttr while; 
At war with e^ery welfare, but their own ; 
As wise as Luciver ; and half as good ; 
And by whom none, but Lugifkr, can gain- 
Naked, through these (so common fate ordains,) 
Naked of heart, his cruel course he runs, 
Stung out of all, most amiable in lifo, 
Prompt truth, and open thought, and smiles nnfdgn^ 
Affection, as his species, wide diffused ; 
Noble presumptions to mankind^ renown; 
Ingenuous trust, and confidence of lore. 

These claims to joy (if mortals joy might claiBi) 
Will cost him many a sigh; till time, and pains. 
From the slow mistress of this school, ezperienea. 
And hex assistant, pausing, pale distrnst. 
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Purchase a dear*bought clue to lead his youth 
Through serpentme obliquities of life, 
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy ! if the clue shall come so cheap : 
For, while we learn to fenee with public guilty 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 
If less than hearenly rirtue is our g^ard. 
Thus, a strange kind of cursed necessity 
Brings down the sterling temper of his soul, 
By base alloy, to bear the current stamp, 
Below callM wisdom ; sinks him into safety; 
And brands him into credit with the world ; 
Where specious titles dignify disgprace, 
And nature^s injuries are arts of life ; 
Where brighter reason prompts to bolder crimei ; 
And heaTenly talents make infernal hearts ; 
That unsurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Machiatel ! who iabour'd hard \aa jUatkf 
Forgot, that genius needs not go to school ; 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wise. 
His plan had practised, long before Hwas writ. 
The worlds all title-page ; there^ no contents : 
The worid^s all face ; the man who shows his hearty 
Is hooted for his nudities, and scomM. 
A man I knew, who Ured upon a smile ; 
And well it fed him ; he lookM plump and fair; 
While rankest yenom foam'd through ereiy veku 
LoksNZo! what I tell thee, take not ill: 
Living, he fawn'd on every fool alive ; 
And, dying, cursed the friend on whom he Ii?iad» 
To such proficients, thou art half a saint 
In foreign realms (for thou hast travellM iar) 
How carious to contemi^te two state rooks. 
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Studious their nests to feather in a trice ; 
With all the necr<miantics of their art. 
Playing^ the game of faces on each other ; 
Making^ court sweet-meats of their latent gaU, 
In foolish hope to steal each other% trust ; 
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceired ; 
And, sometimes, both (let eardi rejoice) undone ! 
Their parts we doubt not ; but be that their shame : 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 
Stoop to mean wiles, that would disgrace a fool ; 
And lose the thanks of those few friends thej serre f 
For who can thank the man, he cannot see? 

Why so much cover ? It defeats itself. 
Ye that know all things ! know ye not, men^s hearts 
Are therefore known, because the7 are concealed ? 
For why concealed ?— The cause they need not telL 
I gire him joy, that^ awkward at a lie ; 
Whose feeble nature truth keeps still in awe: 
His incapacity is his renown, 
^is great, Hb manly, to disdain disguise ; 
It shows our spirit, or it proves our strength. 
Thou sayV, *Tis needfuL Is it therefore right? 
However, I grant it some small sign of grace, 
To strain at an excuse. And wouldst thou then 
Escape that cruel need ? Thou may'st, with ease: 
Think no post needful that demands a knare. 
When late our civil helm was shifting hands, 
So P thought : think better if you can* 

But this, how rare ! the public path of life 
Is dirty. — ^Yet, allow that dirt its due. 
It makes the noble mind more noble still : 
The world's no neuter ; it will wound, or sare ; 
Or virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
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Ton tay, The wprld, weU Imowp, wiU mike a man. 
The w(vld, ^eU knowp» will gvfe Qnr betrts to faeaTeiiy 
Or make ns ds^moffs, kmg before we die. 

To show bow fyir tb» w orM, Ibgr laistnMs ddn&h 
Take either j^jMrt, sn^e iUs attend the cboioe ; 
Sore, tbPli^h not eqp^ detriDoent lODNtet* 
Not rirtoe^s self is deified on earth; 
Virtue has hi^r relapses, am^ts, foes i 
Foes, that ne^er fa^ jto loake her leel their bate. 
Virtue has her peculisMr set of paios* 
True; friends t^ wirtrnt last, m^ leest, complaia; * 
But if the J sigh, can oUiers bope tp smile ? 
If wisdom has b/er nuseries to mourn. 
How C9^ poor iSoUy lead a bappjr Ufe ? 
And if both suffer, what has eeftb to boast, 
Where he n^ b»IW» ^^ ^ ^^^^^ laaunts? 
Where niicb, fWf^ yatiepQe, the nest enyted state, 
And some fotgsv/Bp/ma needs, the best of friends ? 
Por friend, or b^ppy li£»» wbo looks not highel*. 
Of neither abaU be find the shator here. 

The worid^s mrom adyocate, without a fbtf 
LoRKNZo ai^aartly, wUh a snnle, seizes : 
<< Thu»)^ tby sopg is right; and j8^ musteirBi 
Virtue has her peculiar set of paiiiB.— 
And joys peculiar who to v^ d^iies f 
If vice it is, with Aatjure to ^somply : 
If pride« <^ ^enie, $uw so pi^omiaaii^ 
To chedk;, not Arercome them, mabes a umt i 
Can nature in a plainer voice procdaun 
Pleasure, jmd g^ry, tbe chief 0ood <tf hho? 

Can pride, and sensuality, rejoice ? 
From purity of thought, aU pleasure spiuigt ; 
And, firom an humble qptrit, aU onr ] 
19 
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Ambitioiv pleasure ! let us talk of these : 
Of these, the Porch, and Aoademy, talkM ; 
Of these, each foUowing a^ had much to say: 
Yet, unexhausted, still, the needful theme. 
Who talks of iiiese, to mankind all at once 
He talks ; for where the saint from either firee? 
Are these thj refuge ?— No : these rush upon thee; 
Thy vitals seize, and, vulture-like, devour, 
ril try, if I can pluck thee-finom thy rock, 
PnoMETHEus ! from this barren ball of earth; 
If reason can unchain thee, thou art finee. 

And, first, thy Caucasus, ambition, calls ; 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes! 
Of courted woes ! and courted through mistake? 
^is not ambition charms thee ; 'tis a cbeat 

Win make thee start, as H at his Moor. 

Dost grasp at gpreatness ? First, know what it is t 
Think'st thou thy greatness in distinction lies ? 
Not in the feather, wave it e'er so high. 
By fortune stuck, to mark us from the throng, 
Is glory lodged : 'tis lodged in the reverse ; 
In that which joins, in that which equals, all. 
The monarch and his slave ; — << a deathless aool^ ' 
Unbounded prospect, and immortal kin, 
A Father God, and brothers in the skies i" 
Elder, indeed, in time ; but less remote 
In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man: 
Why greater what can f^. than what can rise f 

If still delirious, now, Lorenzo, go ; 
And with thy full-blown brothers of the woiid, 
Throw scorn around thee : cast it on thy slaves ; 
Thy slaves, and equals : how scorn, cast on them, 
Rebounds on thee ! if man is mean, as man, 
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Art thoQ a god? If fortune makes him so, 
Beware the ccmsequeikce : a maxim that. 
Which draws a monstrous ]»ctnre of irnmnAiwtA^ 
Where, in the drapery, the man is lost ; 
Externals flattering, and the soul forgot 
Thy greatest glory when disposed to boast, 
Boast that aload, in which thy s^Tants shart. 

We wisely strip the steed we mean to bay s 
Judge we, in their ca^Mirisons, of men? 
It nought avails thee, where, but whaiy thoa art ; 
AU the distinctions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 
When, through death^s streights, earths labtle MT- 

pents creep. 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb ienowB» 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree. 
They leare their party-coloorM robe behlndy 
All that now g'litters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen crests, and hiss at as below. 
Of fortuned focus strip them* yet alire ; 
Strip them of body, too; nay, closer stiU, 
Away with all, but moaral, in their minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impose their name, 
Pronounce them weak, or worthy; great, or mean, 
How mean Ihat snuff of glory fortone lights. 
And death puts out ! Dost thou demand a test, 
A test, at once, infallible, and short. 
Of real g^reatness ? That man greaUy lires, 
Whatever his fate, or fame, who greatly dies ; 
High-flushed with hope, where horoes shall despair. 
If this a true criterion, many courts, 
Illustrious, might afford but fow grandees. 

The Almighty, from his throne, on earth surreys 
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Nought greater, tluEn im homAl^ hdlnbfo hauti 
An humble btaH, Hir reiideiMM ! produnde^d 
HiflseoMliWt; and rbftl t» tiuiilrittiu 
The priyate ptilh; the snerttt ^U of nmi. 
If noble, far tiiv aoblMt of Our ]iv«BE 
How for ablMNi LtfftSNSOl g^^ iliti 
Th^ illustHbttft riMAtsr of a name usloMninl f 
Whose Wt>ffh tiftrttttllMv mid unWitO«Mi*d^ lOfM 
Life's sacred shftd6S, Wh(Bl« fOdls eitereiM ^th tfiefif 
And ^saoe^ ^^d" ^H^ W0)<M^ eOlM^ptiOtt, stt^lMt 
As thou (now dark^) lM^oi>e We put, fdUkIt seie. 
But thy gre^ Sotkl iMff idH9dfeing glor^ scorns. 
Lo&slfsb^ sicit, But wheii Lorsazo's «[^^ ; 
And, when he shrugs at public busiiiete, 1»mi 
Denied iA% pnUi^ ^^, the pubtilc roic^, 
As if he livM on othei^* breath, he cHei. 
Fain would he make th^ World his pedestsd; 
Bfankind, Uie g^asers ; the tfOlie figure^ he. 
Knows he, that i^ai&ind prakie against their iHH^ 
And mix as itottch deti^dion a^ tiiey c^ f 
Knows he, iMt fafiOfllsss fiittie her Whi«p6t hai^, 
As well as trumpet ? that his f attity 
Is so ihuch tickled, from n^ hearing all ; 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praise^ 
Or, from ail Itch mtore sordid, when he riiiiieB» 
Taking his country by fire hundred eAn, 
Senates at once admire him, and despise, 
With modM fatlghter Ihidag loud ap^anse, 
Which mak^s the smHe niore tn<»tal to his hjoef 
His fkne, which (lOce tbie mi^ty € j»ar,) crownVI 
With laurels, in AiU senate, gr^dJy faHs, 
By seeming fHendi^, that honour, and destroy. 
We rise in glory, as we sink in pride: 
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Where liMiiii^? mitkf HnBn digMi 
And yet, mutriuii fai^aid all mistake, 
The biiad LeBsrae^ |irood«-ef htia^ pnods 
AnddwjBiebiiilf aicendiagmhiifiJL 

An enMMiioe» tbangh ftnoied, torna tlie hnim t 
AUTicewflOitebettalMee^biit^afeUTte, . 
Pride lMideflt«alk, aoid finr the ki^peat boiH; 
Beoaniae, att oCher Tioe «iiUk% it fliei, 
In fact, the point, in &aay meet pwraned. 
WbeffMort applanfe, ofalise the worid in tUas 
They^ gratify nitti^ paaaioft to retae. 
Superior honooc, when amuned, is loat ; 
E^en good men tai» handitti, aid vejoioe, 
Like KaixLi-KAM» inpfaiBder^ the prond. 

Though somesvhat dSaooneerlad, cteady Ml 
To the worid^ cause, ndth half a&ee of jof, 
IxinENzo-eriea— ^ fie, ^en, ambiliaa oaat ; 
AmbitionTt dearar ftr standi onimpsaehM, 
Ckyftenre! Pnrad andntioii is hm skra; 
For her, he soaia ti gr^t, and haaavds itt; 
For h«^ke figto, and hieeds, er orevooaies ; 
And pa^ffls his .way frith cmms, to nmeh her i 
Who can aeriit herohanQa^-*-Or,shoidd? Lammitmoi 
What mortal shaU resist, f^eve angels yield? 
Pleasured tiie iniatipess of ellieraal powers ; 
For her oantMid the rii»l g«ds aiNnre : 
Pleasnre^s the mistress of the wmrld bekw; 
And weQ it is far man, that pleasove charms: 
How wonld all etagnate, hut for p leas ur e' ^ ray I 
How wo«ild the freaen stieam of action ceasf.l 
What is the f«iae ef this so busy worU ? 
The Wcaf pleasmie : that, through erery f«iB, 
Throws motion, warm&; auddwrts out ilsaUi flw Mil 
19* 
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Though TAfioiM are the tempers of mankiiidy 
Pleasured gay finiiuly holds all in chaina: 
Some most affect the black ; and some, the &ir ! 
Some honest pleasure court ; and some, obscen*. 
Pleasures obscene are Tarious, as the throng 
Of passions, that can err in human hearts ; 
Mistake their objects, or transgress thw bounds. 
Think you there^ but one whoredom? Whoredom, all. 
But when our reason licenses delight. 
Dost doubt, LoioifBo? Thou shalt doubt no more* 
Thy father chides thy gallantries ; yet hugs 
An ugly, common harlot, in the dark ; 
A rank adulterer with others^ gold! 
And that hag, rengeance, in a comer, chaims. 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as lore. 
Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 
Whatever the motire, pleasure ia the mark : 
For her, the black assassin draws his sword ; 
For her, dark statesmen trim their midnight lamf^ 
To which no single sacrifice may &11 : 
For her, the saint abstains ; the miser starres ; 
The Stoic proud, for pleasure, pleasure scom^t 
For her, affliction^ daughters grief indulge. 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears : 
For her, guilt, shame, toil, danger, we defy; 
And, with an aim roluptuous, rush on deatfi. 
Thus uniyersal her despotic powei* ! 

And as her empire wide, her praise is just 
Patron of pleasure ! doter on delight ! 
I am thy rival ; pleasure I profess ; 
Pleasure the purpose of my gloomy song. 
Pleasure is nought but Tirtue^ gayer name: 
I wrong her still, I rate her worth too low; 
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Virtue fbe root, and pleasure is the flower; 
And honest Epicu&us' foes were fools. 

But this sounds harsh, and giyes the wise o£foiioe; . 
If overstrained wisdom still retains the name. 
How knits austerity her cloudy brow, 
And blames, as bold and hazardous, the praise 
Of pleasure, to mankind, unpraised, too dear ! 
Te modem Stoics! hear my 8<^t reply; 
Their senses men will trust : we canH impose ; 
Or, if we could, is imposition right? 
Own honey sweet ; but, owning, add this sting 
** When mix^d with poison, it is deadly too.'' 
Truth nerer was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but virtue to be praised, as good ? 
Why then is health preferred before disease ? 
What nature loves is good, without our leave. 
And where no future drawback cries, <* Beware ;^ 
Pleasure, though not from virtue, should prevail. 
TTis balm to life, and gratitude to Heaven ; 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy d ! 
The love of pleasure is man's eldest-bom. 
Bom in his cradle, living to his tomb ; 
Wisdom, her younger sister, though more grave^ 
Was meant to minister, and not to mar. 
Imperial pleasure, queen of human hearts. 

LiO&ENZo ! thou» her majesty's renown'd. 
Though uncoift, counsel, learned in the world ! 
Who think'bt thyself a Murrav, with disdain 
May'st look on me. Yet, my Dim ostvenbs ! 
Canst thou plead pleasure's «ause as well as I ? 
Know'st thou her nature, purpose, parentage ? 
Attend my song, and thou shalt know them aU \ 
And know thyself; and know thyself to be 
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(Strange tratk !) the most aAMftamioiis man aliine. 
Tell not € ALI87A : «he wUi laugh thee dead ; 
Or send thee to her hermitage with L ■ , 
Absurd pieiMMiption I tboa who never knew^t 
A serious thought ! shalt thou dare dream of joff 
No man e'er found a happj life by chance ; 
Or yawn'd it into being, with a wiah ; 
Or, with the snout of groreling appetite. 
E'er smelt it oat, and grubb'd it from the dirt* 
An art it is, and nnist be leam'd ; and leam'd 
With QBfemitting effort, or be lost; 
And leaye ns perfect blockheads, in our bliss. 
The clouds may drop down titles and estates ; 
Wealth may seek us ; but wisdam must be sought ; 
Sought before all ; but (how unlike all else 
We seek on earth I) Hie never sought in vain* [sea. 

First, pleasured birtii, tiBe, streogfth, and gprandeoc^ 
Brought fiirth by wisdom, nursed by discipUney 
By patience tavqjj^ by perseireraBce ciownVl, 
She rears her head majestic ; round h^ tkroney 
Erected in the bosom of the just. 
Each virtue, listed, forms her manly g^ard. 
For utat acre vittvea ^ (fcmudable name !) 
What, but the fountain, or defence^ of joy? 
Why, then, conmaaded t Need mankind oorainniid% 
At once to merit, and to make, their bliss ? — 
Great Legiriator ! scuce so great, as kind ! 
If men are ratioiiBl, and k>ve ddight. 
Thy gracious law Imt Jattoie human ehoioe t 
In the transgression lies the p^Mtlty ; 
And they the meet isdn^e, who most obey. 

Of (fleasore, next, the ihial cause explmi 
Iti mighty purpose^ its miportaiit ead. 
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Not to t«fii biMtttti biutml, but to bniU 

Divine <m hiinitii« ptoaaare came from heaTOi. 

In aid to reaMm was tiie goddess sent; 

To call np all its strengt h b j snch a <diamk 

Pleasure, first, succovrs TiTtne ; in retani^ 

Virtue gires pleaiure an etemal reign. 

Whaty iMit tite pleasure of food, firieiklAqy, fiuth, 

Supports life natural, civil, and dtrine? 

^is from the pleasure of repestv we liv« ; 

TTis from the pleasure of wpf^aoBt, we please; 

Tis (ram the pleosure of belief) we pray 

( AU prayer would cease, if unbehered the pine :) 

It serves ouTselres, our species, and our God ; 

And to serve more, is past the sphere of maa. 

Glide, then, for ever, pleaiure^ sacred streanl 

Through Sden as Euphrates ran, it runs, 

And fosters every growth of h'kppf bib ; 

Makes a neW Eden where k flowe ^-^but iileh 

As must be lost, iiOREKio^ bythyfhU* 

« What mean I by thy fall ?^ Thoant dMMPtIf aea^ 
While pleasured nature Is ut large display^ ;' 
Already sung her origin, a*d endk 
Those glorious eoda^ by kind, or by degree, 
When pleasoTU tioltttet, ^ tiien a vfee, 
A vengeance too ; it hastens into pain. 
From due refreshment, 1^, healdi, reason, joy; 
From iHld excess, pain, grief, distmction, dei^; 
Heaven^s justice this proclaims, and that her tofa^ 
What gpre^r evil can I wish my foe, 
Thaii bte fuH draught of pleasure, from a oatk 
Unbroach^ by just authority, ungauged 
By temperance, by reason unrefined ? 
A thousand dsemons Imk withm the lee. 
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Heayen, others, and oanelyes ! munjured these, 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more diyiiie : 
Angels are angels, from indulgence there ; 
*Ti8 unrepenting pleasure makes a god. 

Dost ttdnk thyself a god from other joys? 
A yictim, rather ! shortly snre to bleed. 
The wroDg must mourn: can Hearen's appointments 
Can man outwit Omnipotence? strike oat [&il ? 

A self-wrought happiness unmeant by Him 
Who made us, and the worid we would enjoy? 
Who forms an instrument, ordains finom whence 
Its dissonance, or harmony, shall rise* 
Hearen bid the soul this mortal frame ins]^ ; 
Bid Tirtue^ ray dirine inspire the soul 
With unprecarious flows of rital joy : 
And, wi^ut breathing, man as well nugfat hope 
For life, as without piety, for peace. 

** Is Tirtue, then, and piety the same ?" 
No ; piety is more : ^is rirtue^ source i 
Motitor <^ every wor^, as that, oi joy. 
Men of the world this doctrine ill digest ; 
They smile at piety; yet boast aloud 
Crood will to men; nor know they strire to part 
What nature j<Hns ; and thus confiite themsehres. 
With piety begins all good on earth : 
Tis the first-bom of rationality. 
Conscience, her first law broken, wounded liei; 
Enfeebled, lifeless, impotent to good ; 
A feign'd affection bounds her utmost power. 
Some we can^ lore, but for the Almighty^ sakes 
A foe to God, was ne*er true friend to i 
Some sinister intent taints all he does ; 
And, in his kindest actions, he's unkiiid. 
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On ]Mety, Iramamty is built ; 
And, on humanity-, much happiness ; 
And yet still more on piety itself. 
A soul in commerce with her Gron, is hesven | 
Feek not the tumults and the shocks of life. 
The whirls of passion, and the strokes of heafU 
A Deity beliered, is joy begun ; 
A Deity adored, is joy adranced ; 
A Deity belored, is joy matured. 
Each branch of piety delight inspires : 
Faith builds a bridge from this worid to the next, 
O^er death^s dark gulf, and all its horror bidets 
Praise, the sweet exhalation of our joy, 
That joy exalts, and makes it sweeter stiU t 
Prayer ardent opens heaven, lets down a strenft 
Of glory on the consecrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deity. 
Who worships the Great God, that instant joins 
The first in hearen, and sets his foot on helL 

Lorenzo ! when wast thou at church before ? 
Thou think%t the service long: but is it just? 
Though just, unwelcome : thou hadst rather tread 
UnhaUowM gpround ; the muse, to win thine ear, 
Must take an air lesa solemn. She complies. 
Good conscience ! at the sound the world rativati 
Verse disadfects it, and Lobbvzo smiles : 
Yet has she her seraglio full of channB ; 
And such as age shall heighten, not impair. 
Art thou dejected ? Is thy mind overcast? 
Amid her har ones, thou the fairest choose, 
To chase thy ^oom. — <* Go, ^ some weighty traliis 
Chain down some passion ; do some generous good; 
Teach ignorance to tee, or grief to tmila ; 
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Correct thy fiiend ; befrknd ihj getatott fe6 s 
Or with warm heart, and ctm&dmmie dirine. 
Spring up, and lay striNig hold on Him who flaade thee*^ 
'Diy gloom h toatter'd, sprighdy spifiti flofr ; 
Though wither^ is thy yine, aad harp umtnuig. 

Dost caH the hoid, the fiol, and the dance, 
Loud mirth, mad laughter P Wretched eomfinrten! 
Ph3rsicians ! more than hatf of thy disease. 
Laughter, though never eeneored yet as sin 
(Pardon a though that only seems seyere,) 
If haJf^uonMrtaL Is it mnoh indulged ? 
By Tenting s{^een, or disapatmg tbou^t, 
It shows a scomer, or it makes a fool; 
And sins, as hurting eithers, or ounielyea. 
*Tis pnie, or effi|p<Hiess, applies ^e atraff. 
That tickles litde minds to mirti^ effose ; 
Of gprief approachs^r» ^^ portentens aign ! 
The Iwaaa of lanc^iter malses a house of woe. 
A man triamphant is aaenatiwis s^fht ; 
A man He^eetedl is a sight as mean. 
What caaae far irimph, wfane sMh ilk ahomiAf 
What 4bt da^eetiaik, wheve p r ea fcdos a Peww, 
Who cadVs«isinto%eing to be hlesM? 
So griere, AscaHKnooB, grief may lise to joj$ 
So joy aaconseMus, joy to grief may ftdL 
Most true, a wiaecMin nerer will he eod t 
But neither wiUaoBaionB, buhbliBg miifb, 
A shallow stiasBi of liappiness betray : 
Too happy to be apaitire, h^ serene. 

Tet woulM tihou laugh (but at tl^ own CKpeBae,^ 
This oeuBM^ strange should I presume to gire— 
<< IMU9, And 4«ad thy Bible, to be gay.« 
There troths aiboiHid df -sovereign aid to peaea; 
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Ah ! do not prise them less, beoavse inspired, 
As thou, and thine, are apt and prond to do. 
If not inspired, that pregnant pag^e had stood, 
Time's treasure, and the wonder of the wise! 
Thou think'st, perhaps, thy soul alone at sM:e9 
Alas ! — should men mistake tiiee fbr a fool ; ^ ' 

What man of taste for genius, wisdom, truth, 
Though tender of thy fame, could interpose? 
Believe me, sense, here, acts a double part, 
And the true crvbic is a €hristia!n too. 

But these, thou thmk'st, are gloomy paths te jqf •*— 
True joy in svmshme ne'er was found at first ; 
They, first, themselves offend, who grealty please ; 
And travel only gives us sound reptee. 
Heaven sells all ]^as«re ; effort is the pribe : 
l^he jo3rs of conquest, are the joys of man^; 
And glory tile victorionB laurel spreads 
O'er pleasure's pure, perpetual, placid stream. 

There is a time, when toil must be pr^enM; 
Or joy, by mis^'thned fondness, is undone. 
A man of pleasure, is a man of pain*. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be blessM. 
False joys, indeed, are bom from want of thon^t; 
From thought's full bent, and energy, the true ; 
And that demands a mind in eqttal poige. 
Remote frbm gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only speaks small happine«s, 
But happinesv that shortly must expire. 
Can joy, uhBottem^ in reflection, stand ? 
And, in a tempest, can reflection live f 
Can joy, like thine, secure itself an hoar F 
Can joy,<Uke thine, nkeet accident nnah^oM? 
Or opef the door^ to honest povetty f 
20 



d by Google 



230 THE COMPLAIlfT. MIGHT Till. 

Or talk with threatening death, and not turn pale? 

In snch a worid, and such a nature, these 

Are needful Aindamentals of delight: 

These fundamentals gire delight indeed ; 

Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 

Delight, unshaken, masculine, divine ; 

A constant) and a sound, hut serious joj. 

Is joy the dan^ter of seyerity? 
It is :— yet far my doctrine frdkn serere. 
<* Rejoice for eTer:** it becomes a man ; 
Exalts, and^etB him nearer to the gods. 
" Rejoice for ever !" nature cries, " Rej<rfoe ;*• 
And drinks to man in her nectareous cnp^ 
BiixM up of delicates for every sense ; 
To the great Founder oi the bounteous feast. 
Drinks gUnry, gratitude, eternal praise ; 
And he that will not pledge her, is a churL 
HI finnly to support, good fiiily taste. 
Is the whole science of felicity. 
Yet sparing (dedge : her bowl is not the bait 
Mankind can boast— << A rational repast ; 
Exertion, rigplanoe, a mind in arms, 
A militaiy disci|dine of thought. 
To foil temptation in the doubtfiil field ; 
And erer-waking ardour for the right*** 
*Ti8 these, first, give, then guard, a cheerful heart 
Nought that is right, think little ; well aware, . 
What reason bids, God bids ; by His command 
How aggrandized, the smallest thing we do I 
Thus, nothing is insipid to the wise: 
To thee, insipid all, but what is mad ; 
Joys season^ high, and tasting strong of guilt 

<<Mad! (thou reidiest, with iodignatioii fired) 
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Of aiMaent sages prcmd to tread tKe 8tepf» 
I follow natiire.^*-Follow nature stilly 
Bnt look it be tiune own. b conscience, tbfU^ 
No part of nature f Is she not supreme ? < 
Thou regicide ! O raise her finom the dead I 
Then, follow nature ; and resmnble God. * 

When, spite of conscience, pleasure is puiiMdy 
Man^s nature is unnaturally pleased : 
And what^s unnatural, is painful too 
At intenrals, and must di4;ust e'en thee ! 
Tlie fact thou know'st ; but not, peihs^, the cause. 
Virtue's foundations with the world'b were laid ; 
Hearen mix'd her with our make, and twisted close 
Her sacred interests with the strings of life. 
Who breaks her awful mandate, shocks himself, 
His better self: and is it greater pain. 
Our soul should murmur, or our dust repine ? 
And one, in their eternal war, must l>leed. 

If one must suffer, which should least be spandf 
The pains of mind surpass the pains of senses 
Ask, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. 
The joys of sense to mental joys are mean : 
Sense on the present only feeds ; the soul 
On past, and future, forages for joy. 
Tis hers, by retrospect, through thne to range; 
And forward time's great sequel io surrey. 
Could human courts take rengeance on ihe mind. 
Axes mig^t rust, and racks, and gibbets, fall: 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leare the rest to fttou 

LozxMzo ! wilt thou never be a man ? 
The man is dead, who for the body lires, 
Lured by the beating of his pulse, to list 
With e?ery lust, that wars against his peace, 
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And sets hii^i qnt^ 9l wm99ee with lumMU^ 
Thyself, first, kpow; i!ben lore : a self thmne is 
Of rirt^B ij9p4f that liiodl^s ^ her cbanns. 
A self there is, as fbqd ef every ¥ipe, 
While every yiirtu^ wounds it to the h^art s 
Humility des^F^des it, justice ipl|s, 
BlessM bpunty begga^ it, fair truth betimj9» 
And godlike magqtmiinity destrc^. 
This self, when riv^) to the former, soom t 
When not in competitiontkindly treat, 
Defend it, feed it : — ^but when virtue bids^ 
Toss it. Of tp the fowls, or to the flames. 
And ^hy ? Tis love qf pleasure bids thee Ue^d t 
C^oi^ply, or awji, selfrlove extinct, or blind. 
For ^hat is vice ? Self-love in a mistake : 

A poor blind merchant buying jojrs too dear* '* 

And virtue, wh?it ? Tis self-love in her wits, 
Quite skilful in the market of delist 

Self-love's good sense is love of that dread Power, 

From whom herself, and all she can enjoy. 

Other self-love is but disguised self-hate ; 

More mortal than the malice of our foes; 

A self-hate, now, scarce felt ; then felt full sgre, 

When being, cursed ; extinction, loud implored; 

And every thing preferred to what we are. 
Tet this self-love Ijorsnzo makes his ehoioe; 

And, ifi, this choice triumphant, boasts of joy. 

How is his want of happiness betray'd» 

By disaffection to the present hour \ 

Imagination wanders far afield: 

The future pleases : why? The present pams.— -• 

^' But that's a secret." Tes, which all men knovr ; 

And know fro?^ t^ee, discovered unawajces. 
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Thy ceasetesi agttatioii» restless roll 
From cheat to cheat, impatieiit of a pMMe; 
What 19 it?— *Tis the cradle of the soul. 
From instinct sent, to rock her in disease. 
Which her i^ysician, reason, will not core* 
A poor expedient ! yet thy best ; and while 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lo&Eif zo^ wretched remedies I 
The weak hare remedies ; the wise havtft joyik 
Superior wisdom is superior bliss. 
And what sure n&ark distingaishes the wiseF 
Consistent wisdom ever wills the same ; 
Thy fidde wish is ever on the wing. 
Sick of herself; is folly^ character ; * 
As wisdom^ is, a modest self-apidanse. 
A change of erils is thy good supreme ; 
Nor, but in motion, canst thou find thy rett 
Man^ greatest strength is shown in standing ttilL 
The first sure symptom of a mind in health. 
Is rest of heart, and {Measure Mt at home. 
False pleasure from abroad her joys imports; 
Bich from within, and self-sustainVl, the tma. 
The true is fiz^d, and solid as a rock ; 
Slippery the false, and tossmg as the w»re. 
This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Gadt ; 
That Mice the fabled, sel^enamour*d boy, 
Home-contemplation her supreme delight t • 
She dreads an interruption ttam without, 
Smit with her own condition; andtheAMNW 
Intense she gazes, still it charms the jnoie. 

No man is happy, till he thinks on earth 
There breathes not a more happy than himseiri 
Then envy dies, and love overflows on all ; 
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And lore o^erflQW]iig>, makes a» tagel hei«* 
Such angeb^ att, entitled to rapose 
On Him who governft fiite. inioogb tempest ftoirBs, 
Thougrh natusa shakes, how soft to lean on JieaT«at 
To lean on Hkn, on whom afchangefc leen ! 
With inwucd eyes, and silent as the grave^ 
They stand, collecting every beam of thought^ 
Till their heaarts kindle mth divine delight: 
For all their tiiong^ts, like angels seen of old 
In IsraePs dream, come fnom, and go to, heav«B» 
Hence, ase-they studioas of sequester'd scenes ; 
While noise, and dissipation, comfort thee. 

Were all men happy, reveUings would ceaaei 
That opiate for inquietnde within. . 
Lorenzo ! never man was truly bless'd. 
But it composed, and gave him such a oas^ 
As folly Tt^ght mistake for want of j<^. 
A cast unlik» the triumph of the proud ; 
A modest aspect, and a smile at heart. 
O for a joy ttom thy Philandbe^s springy! 
A spring; perennial^ rising in the breast^ 
And permanent as pore ! no tvtfbid sti^eam 
Of rapturous exultation, sw^ling< high ; 
Which, like- land floods, ittpetnous poor afvhile) 
Then sink at once, and leave us in the mire* 
What does tbe^man, who transient joy prefen^ 
What, but prefor the bubbles to the stareaaif 

Vain are all sudden sidlies of delight t 
Convulsiona of a weak, distempei^' joy. 
Joy^s a fix'd^ state ; a tenure, not a sturt. 
Bliss there is^ none, but unpreoarions bllsi : 
That is ttie> gem : sell all, and purchase that 
Why go a begging to eontingeiieies^ 
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Not gsixk^d with ease, nw safely loyed^ if guM ? 
At geodr fwtiiitoas, draw back, aad pause ; 
SospecA it 1 what thou canst eosme, enjey ; 
And nought b«t what thou gayest tl^s^, is wm* 
Reason perpetuates joy that reason giTef9 
And makes it aa imBaortal as herself: 
To m9ti9hy nought immortal, but their wcHrtb. 

Worth,, Gooseious worth ! should absolutely reiga^ 
Aod other joys ask leave for their a^^roach ; 
Nor, unexamined, ever leaye obtain. 
Thou art all anaxvhy ; a mob of j<^ 
Wage war, and perish in intestine broik : * 
Not the least j^mise of internal peace ! 
No bosom comfort, or unborrow'd bliss ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; all outward-bound, 
'Mid sands, androeks, and stenns to cruise for pleasure ; 
If gainM, dear bought; aad better miss^ than gainVk 
Much pain most expiate, what much pain procured* ' 
Fancy, and seiMe^ from an infected shore 
Thy cargo hmag i and peetilenoe the priaa* 
Then, such tiiy thirsty (insatiable thirst ! 
By fond iadnlg^DMie but inflamed tiie mom !) 
Fancy still cruises, when poor sense is timd» 

Imagiiiatieiii is the Paphian shop, 
Where feeUe happiness, like Vube^Aii, laoie^ 
Bida fen! ideas, in tiieir dark recess^ 
And hotas heU (which kindled the black ins,) 
With wanton art, these fatal arrows ferm^ 
Which nmrder idl thy time, health, wealth, and feme* 
Wouldst thou rieceiFe them, other thoughts thinre ai% 
On angel wing descending from above. 
Which these^ with art divine, would counterwodc^ 
And form rfihuiinlaggMmr for thy peace* 
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Id tibk 18 seen ima^natifm^ guilt : 
But who can count her follies ? She betrays thee, 
To think in gfrandeur there is somethmg great 
For works of curious art, and ancient fame. 
Thy genius hungers, ^egantly pained ; 
And foreign climes must cater for thy taste. 
Hence, what disaster !-^Though 1^ price was paid. 
That persecuting priest, the Turk of Rome, 
Whose foot (ye gods !) though cloren, must be kias^ 
Detained -thy dinner on tiie Latian shore ; 
(Such is the fate of honest Protestants !) 
And poor magnificence is starred to death. 
Hence just resentment, indignation, ire ! — 
Be pacified : if outward things are great, 
'Tis magnanimity great things to scorn ; 
Pompous expenses, and parades august. 
And courts, that inndubrious sml to peace* 
True happiness ne^r entered at an eye t 
True happiness resides in things unseen* 
No smiles of ^rtune erer blessM the bid, 
Nor can her firowns rob innocence of jo^ ; 
That jewd wanting, triple crowns aie poor t 
So tell his Holiness, and be rerenged. 

Pleasure, we both agree, is man^ chief goodi 
Our only contest, what desenres the name. 
Oiye pleasured name to nought, but what has paai^ 
Th^ authentic seal of reason (which, fike Toinxs, 
Demurs on what it passes,) and defies 
The too& of time ; when past, a pleasnre stiU; 
Dearer on trial, lonelier for its age, 
And doubly to be prized, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our present, joj* 
Some joys the future oreicast; and f 
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Throw an their beams that way, and gM the toBob. 
Some jof9 endear eternity^ some gfiire 
Abhorred annihilation dreadful channs. 
Are rival jeyt contending for thy lehoice ? 
Coosolt thy whole existence, and be safe: 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight 
Short is the lesson, though my lecture long; 
Be good--and let Heaven answer for the rest. 

Tet, with a sigk o^er all mankind, I grant) 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope, 
The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obscure his sublunary day. 
But never conquer : e'en the best must own. 
Patience, and resignation,, are the pillarft 
Of human peace on earA. Hie pillars, theses 
But those of SsTH not more remote from tbee» 
Till this heroic lesson thou hast learned. 
To frown at pleasure, and to smile in pain* < 
Fired at the prospect of unblouded bliss. 
Heaven in reversion, Uke the sun, as jet 
Beneath th* horizon, cheers us in the woiid : 
It sheds, on souls susceptible of light, 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

** This (says Lorenzo) is a fair harangue : 
Bift, can harangues blow back strong nature^ streuai 
Or stem the tide Heaven pushes through our veuis, 
Which sweeps away man's impotmit resolves, 
And lays his labour level with the worid ?" 

Themsdves men make theur comment on mankind 
And think nought is, but what they find at home : 
Thus, weakness to chimeera turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the muse prescribed. 
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*Abore, hemMmxo saw the man of earth. 

The mortal mao ; and wretched-was the sight* 

To balance that, to comfort, and esudt, 

Noir see the man knmortal : him, I mean. 

Who lires as such ; whose heart, full bent qia heacfmk^ 

Leans all that way, his bias to the staj^ 

The worlds dark shades, in contrast set, shall laite 

His lustre more ; though bright, without a fi>il : 

Observe his awful portrait, and admire ; 

Nor stop at wonder: imitate, and liye. 

Some angel g^ide my pencil, while I draw» 
What nothing less than angel oan exceed, 
A man on earth deyoted to the skies ; 
Like ships in sea, while in, above the worid* * 

With aspect mild, and elevated eye» 
Behold him seated on a mount serene. 
Above the fogfs of sense, and passion^ stormy 
All the black cares, and fumults, of this lifis. 
Like harmless thunders, breaking at his feet. 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth^s genuine sons, the sceptred, and the slave, 
A mingled mob! a wandering herd I he sees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike! 
His full reverse in all ! What higher praise? 
What stronger demonstration of the right ? 

The present, all their care ; the Aiture, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
They give to £une ; his bounfy he conceals. 
Their virtues varnish nature; his, exalt. 
Mankind^ esteem they court ; and he, his own. 
Theirs, the wild chase of fiilse felicitieB; 

S In a fonner Nifht. 
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Hisy the composed pOBsessicm of the trpe. 
Alike tbrooghoat is his coBsistent peace ; 
All of one cdour, and an eren thread ; 
While partj-coloiii*d alireds of happiness. 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe ; each puff of fortune blows 
Hie tatters hjy and sho^s their nakedness. 

He sees with other eyes than theirs. Where tfaej 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deity : 
What makes them only smile, makes him adore. 
Where they see mountains, he but atoms sees : ^ 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
They things terrestrial worship, as dirine ; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as dust, 
That dims his sight, and shortens his survey, 
Which long^, in infinite, to lose all bound. 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate,) 
He lays aside, to find his dignity : 
No dignitf they find in aught besides. 
They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man*ft real glory,) proud of an eclipse. 
Hims^ too miKsh he prizes to be proud. 
And nothing thinks so great in man, as man. 
Too deso* he holds bis interest, to neglect 
Another's welfsure, or his riffat invade : 
Their interest, like a lion, lives on prey* 
They kindle at the shadow Of a wrong: 
Wrong he sustains with temper, looks on heaven, 
Nor stoops to think his injurer his foe ; 
Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. 
A covei*d heart tteir character defends ; 
A cOverM heart denies him^half his praise* 
Witli nakedness his innocence agrees s 
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While tlielr broad foliage testifier their foH. 
Their no joys end, ^here his full feast beg^f 
His joys create, theirs murder, future bliss^ 
To triumph in existence, his aWnip ; 
And his sjone, triumi^iantly to thuaik 
His true existence is not yet begun. , 
His glorious course was, yest^day, compete ; 
Death, then, was welcome ; yet lile still is sveei 

But nothing charms Lkabhzo, 4ike the firm. 
Undaunted breast — ^And whose is that high pndaef 
They yield ta pleasure, thoi|gh.they danger braf% 
And show no fortitude, but in the field : 
If there they show it, 'tis for. glory shown j 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts* 
A'cprdial his sustains, that cannot ful t • 
By pleasure unsubdued^ unbroke by pain. 
He shares in that Oomipotence he trusts ; 
All bearing, all attempting, till he falls; 
And when he falls, writes Vici on his sfaiddr 
l^rom magnanimity, all fear aboye ; 
From nobler recompense, aboye applause ; 
Which owes to man's short^ut4ook all its ohalrmsfc 

Backwaid to credit what he never felt^ 
Lorenzo cries, — *5 Where shines this miiaoleif 
From what root rises this immortal man?** 
A root that g^ows not; in^ LdmMSto^a gili>iBid ; 
The root dissect, nor wonder at the flower. 

He follows natoro <not like thee,^} and ahfl#ru» 
An uninyerted ^rstem of a man. 
His appetite wears reason's golden ;ohaia^< 
And finds, in due restraint, its luxta<yv 

• S«e PH» SS7, lins 38 
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iCs passkm, like an eagle well reclaim^} 

Is taught to fl J at nought, but infinite. 

Patient his hope, unanxious is his care. 

His caution fearless, and his grief (if grief 

The gods ordain) a stranger to despair. 

And why ?— Because affection, more than meet. 

His wisdom leaves not disengaged from heayen. 

Those secondary goods that smile on earth, 

flCf loying in proportion, loves in peace. 

They most the world enjoy, who least admire. 

His understanding ^apes the common doud 

Of fumes, arising from a boiling breast. 

His head is clear, because his heart is cod. 

By worldly competitions uninflamed. 

The moderate movements of his soul admit 

Distinct ideas, and matured debate. 

An eye impartial, and an even scale ; 

Whence judgment sound, and unrepenting choice* 

Thus, in a double sense, the good are wise ; 

On its own dunghill, wiser than the world* 

What, then, the world ? It must be doubly weaks 

Strange truth! as soon would they believe their oretd* 

Yet thus it is ; nor otherwise can be : 
So far from aught romantic, what I sing. 
Bliss has no being, virtue has no strength. 
But from the prospect of immortal life. 
Who think earth all, or (what weighs just the nyne) 
Who care no further, must prize what it yields ; 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 
Who thinks earth nothing, cant its charms admiiet 
He can't a foe, though most malig^nant, hate. 
Because that hate would prove his greater fiM* 
lis hard fuv them (yet who so loudly boast 
SI 
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Good wiD to iMft?) to lore their detrest Iriend t 
For, may not he imrade their good supreme. 
Where the least Jeakmsj turns lore to gall ? 
All shines to them, that for a season shines : 
Each act, each thought, be qoestions, ** What ila 

weight, 
Its cokmr what, a thovsand ages hence ? 
And what it there appears, he deems it now. 
Hence, pare are the recesses of his sooL 
The gocUike man has nothing to conceaL 
His rirtne, constitutionally deep, ' 

Has habits finnness, and affection'b flame: 
Angels, allied, descend to feed the fire; 
And death, which others slays, makes him a god* 

And now, Lorsneo, bigot of this worid ! 
Wont to disdain poor bigots caught by Hearen! 
Stand hy thy scorn, and be reduced to nought: 
For what art thou ?— Thou boaster ! whfle thy glarei 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth. 
Like a broad mist, at distance, strikes us moil; 
And, IUm a mist, is nothing when at hand; 
His merit, like a moontain, on approach. 
Swells more, and rises nearer to the skies. 
By promise, now, and, by possession, soon 
(Too soon, loo mn^ it cannot be) his own* 

From this thy just annihilation rise, 
Lonsirno ! rise to someti^kig, fay reply* 
The worid, thy cfient, listens, and e^Mots; 
And longs to crown tibee wtlli i n mi o i tal {nraise* 
CuBrttkou be silent? No; for wit si tiiine ; 
And wit tyin OMBt, wlien least she has to say, 
And reann i n tor m pt s not her career. 
jSOte'll say-«That misli ahore thei 
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And, with a tbonsmd pleasantneB, amoMs 
She'll sparide, j[>!izzle, flatter, lise a dvstt 
And fy cwuriotioii, in the dust she raised. 

Wit, how delicious to man's daintj taile I 
*Ti8 precioat, as the ydude oi sense ; 
But, as iti suhstitute, a dire disease. 
Pernicious talent ! flattered by the world. 
By the blind warld, which thinks the talent rava^ 
Wisdom is rare, Lo&emso ! wit abounds : 
Passion can give it ; sometimes wine inspiiee 
The lucky lash ; and madness rarely fails. 
Whatever cause the spirit strongly stirs. 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 
For thy renown, Hwere wdl was this the wont | 
Chance often hits it ; and, to pique thee mere, 
See, dulness, blundering on yiyacities, 
Shakes her sage head at the calamilj, 
Which has exposed, and let her down to th^e^ 
But wisdom, awful wisdom ! which inspects, ' 
Discerns, con^tares, w^gbs, s^parsUss, infincs. 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the last ; 
How rare! In senates, synods, sought in Fain ; 
Or, if there found, His sacred to the £bw; 
While a lewd prostitnte to multitudes. 
Frequent, as fatal, wit. In ciYil life. 
Wit makes an enterprizer ; sense, a man: 
Wit hates authority ; commotion loFes, 
And thinks herself the lightning of the stomi. 
In states, 'tis dangerous ; in religion, death. 
Shall wit turn Christian, when the dull belie?e f 
Sense is our helmet, wit is but the plume ; 
The plume exposes, 'tis our hehnet saves. 
Sense is the diamond, weighty, scdi^ sound : 
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When cut by wit, it casts a brighter beam ; 

Tet, wit apart, it is a diamond stilL ^ 

Wit, widowed of good sense, is worse than nongfat 

It hoists more sail to run against a rock. 

Thus, a half-CHESTS&FisikO is quite a fod ; 

Whom dull fools scorn, and bless their want of wit* 

How ruinous the rock I warn thee shun. 
Where Sirens sit, to sing^ thee to thy Ikte ! 
A joy, in which our reason bears no part. 
Is but a sorrow, tickling, ere it stings. 
Let not the cooings of the world allure thee; 
Which of her lovers ever found her true? 
Happy ! of this bad world who little know !— 
And yet, we much must know her, to be safe. 
To know the world, not love her, is thy pdnt t 
She gives but little, nor that little, long. 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the puke ; 
A dance of spirits, a mere froth of joy, 
Our thoughtless agitation's idle child, 
That mantles high, that sparkles, and expiret* 
Leaving the soul more vapid thsoi before; 
An animal ovation ! such as holds . 
No commerce with our reason, but subsists 
On juices, through the well-toned tubes well stnddT 
A nice machine ! scarce ever tuned aright; 
And when it jars-^thy Sirens sing no more. 
Thy dance is done; the demi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheosis !) beneath the man. 
In coward gloom immersed, or fell despair. 

. Art thou yet dull enough despair to dread. 
And startle at destruction? If tiiou art. 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 
(A field of battle is this mortal life !^ 
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When dttifw tbreateiiB, Uy it en th j iMwrt ; 
A aingle senfteoce, iproof aguiist tbe worid : 
«* Soul, body, foftmie ! every good pertaiM 
To one of these: but fffioe not all alike : 
The goodB ef fortune to tl^ body^ healtti» 
Body to soul, and tonl submit to God.** 
Wouldst thou build lasting hapfuness? do this t 
Th? inrerted pyramid can never stand. 

Is this truth doubtM? It outshines the sm; 
Nay, the sun dunes not, but to shoir us tins. 
The sini^ lesson of mankind on earth. 
And yet— Tet, wbAtf No news! mankind is mndt 
Such mighty numbers list against tiie right, 
(And idiat cant numbers, iHien bevritohM, aduere !) 
They talk themselves to somethmg like belief^ 
That all earths joys are theirs : as Athens' Mk 
€hrinn'd from the port, on eveiy sail Ins own. 

They grin ; but wherefore? and how long the faaigh? 
Half ignonoice, their mirth ; and half, a lie : 
Tq cheat the world, and cheat themselves, they smitet 
Hard either tadc! The most abandon^ own. 
That o^rs, tf abmndimM, are undone : 
Then, for themselves, the moment reason wakit 
(And PrsriJwwe denies it long repose,) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They scarce can swallow their ebullient spleen, 
Scaroe muster patience to support the force. 
And pump sad laughtw till the curtain foils* 
Scarce, ^ I say? Some cannot rit it out; 
Oft ^leir own daring hands the curtain draw, 
And show us what dieir joy, by their despair. 

The dotted hair ! gored breast! blaspheming eye ! 
Its impious fory still alive in death! 
21* 
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Shut, flhiit ih» shockmg scenes.— But Heayen deiii 
A corer to such guilt ; and so should man. 
Look round, Lorevzo I see &e reeking blade, 
Th^ enrenom*d phial, and the fatal ball ; 
The strangling cord, and suffocating stream; 
The loathsome rottenness, and foul decays 
From raging riot, (sloirer suicides !) 
And pride in these, more execrable still ! 
How horrid all to thought!— but horrors, these, 
That Touch tiie truth ; and aid my feeble song. 

From Tice, sense, fancy, no man can be blessM p 
Bliss is too gpreat, to lodge within an hour. 
When an immortal being aims at bliss, 
Duration is essential to the name. 
O for a joy from reascm ! joy from that. 
Which mtdies man, man ; and, exercised aright, 
Will make him more : a bounteous joy ! that giT68| 
And promises ; that weares, with art divine* 
The richest prospect into present peace : 
A joy ambitious ! joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal, and their gpreater far : 
A joy high-priril^ed from chance, time, death! 
A joy, which death shall double, judgment crown I 
Crowned higher, and still higher, at each stage, 
Through blessed eternity^ long day ; yet still. 
Not more remote from sorrow, than from Him, 
Whose larish hand, whose loye stupendous, pomt 
So mu e h of Deity on gfuilty dust 
There, O my Lucia ! may 1 meet thee there. 
Where, not thy presence can improre my blim! 

Affects not this the sages of the world ? 
Can nought affect them, but what fools them twf 
Etermty, depending on an boor. 
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Makes serious thought man^s wisdom, joy, and praisa. 
Nor need you blush (though sometimes your deaigot 
May shun the light) at your designs on hearen : 
Sole point ! where oyer-bashful is your blame. 
Are you not wise ?— You know you are ; yet hear 
One truth, amid your numerous schemes, mislaid, 
Or overlook^, or tiirown aside, if seen : 
*^ Our schemes to plan by tlus world, or the next, 
Is the sole difference between wise, and fool.** 
AU worthy men will weigh you in this scale ; 
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you lig^t? 
Is their esteem alone not worth your care ? 
Accept my simple scheme of common sense ; 
Thus, save your fame, and make two worlds your owB ^ 

The world replies not; — ^but the world persists; 
And puts the cause off to the longest day. 
Planning erasions for the day of doom. 
So far, at that re-hearing, from redress, 
They then turn witnesses against themselves* 
Hear that, Lonsif zo I nor be wise to-mcnrow : 
Haste, haste ! A man, by nature, is in haste ; 
For who shall answer for another hour ? 
*Tis highly prudent to make one sure friend ; 
And that thou canst not do, this side the skies. 

Te sons of earth ! (nor willing to be more !) 
Since rerse you think from priestcraft somewhat free^ 
Thus, in an age so gay, the muse plain truths 
(Tmths, which, at church, you n%ht hare heard in 

prose,) 
Has Tentured into light ; well pleased the Terse 
Should be forgot, if yon the tmths retain ; 
And crown her with jrour welfare, not your praiie* 
But praise she need not fear ; I see my fate ; 
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And headloDgr leap, like Cvrtiub, dofwn the gal£ 
Siiioe many an ample Toliune, mighty tome, 
Most die ; and die unwept; O thou nunute, 
Demoted page! go forth among thy foea ; 
Go, nobly prood of martyrdom for truth, 
And die a doable death. Mankind incenied. 
Denies thee long to live : nmr shalt thoa lett, 
When thou art dead : in Stygian shadei arraignM 
By Lucifer, as traitor to his throne ; 
And bold blasphemer of his friend,— the Wokld : 
The worid, whose legions cost him slender pay. 
And Tolunteers around his bannmr swarm : 
Prudent, as Pkussia, in her zeal for Gaul* 

«( Are all, then, Ibols?^ Lorxnso crtet.— Tes, all, 
But such as hdd this doctrine (new to thee;) 
« The mother of true wisdom, is the will i^ 
The noblest inteUect, a fo(A without it 
World-wisdom much has done, and more may ctiv 
In arts and sciences, in wars and peace : 
But art and science, like thy weahk, will learetlMii 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy dealh. 
Thn is the most indulgence can ailbrd ; — 
«« Thy wisdom all can do, but— make thee wiM 
Nor thii^ this censure is severe on tliee : 
Satan, thy master, I dare cafl a < 



d by Google 



d by Google 



The miser earths his treaauieancL the thief. 
Watching the mole, half-heggaiB him ere noon. 



lU&BSrt S2E. 



PT7BI<lSHnB1> »▼ JOHOrtTCIf It ^VAir iN^CKDKlV 
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NIGHT THE NINTH AND LAST. 

THE 
CONSOLATION: 

CONT AININO, AMONG OTHVB TBIlf Of , 

I. ▲ MORAL 8URV£T OF THE KOCTURNAL HXATINI. 
II. A NIGHT-ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 



TO 
UI8 ORACX THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE, 

0MB OF aU.llAJBSTT^S PRINCIPAL SECRBTARIES 09 
STATE. 



«MMM*.Fft«if tontrtrhk fkta reptii4«if.«-F^if • 



At wben a trayeller, a long day past 
In painful search of what he cannot find, 
At nights approach, content with the next oot» 
There nuninates, awhile, his labour lost ; 
Then cheers his heart with what his fate a^ids^ 
And chants his sonnet to deceive the time, 
Till the due season calls him to repose : 
Thus I, long travelled in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the rest, the giddy maze, 
Where disappointment smiles at hope^ career; 
Wanned by the languor of lifers evening ray» 
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At length hare housed me in an humble shed ; 

Where, future wandering banish^ from my thoag]it» 

And waiting, patient, the sweet hour of rest, 

I ohase the moments with a serious song. 

Song sooths our pains ; aad age has pains to sooth. 

When age, care, crime, and friends embraced at 
heart, 
Tom from my bleeding breast, and deaths dark shade, 
Which hovers o*er me, quench th» ethereal fire ; 
Canst thou, O Night ! indulge one labour more ? 
One labour more indulge ! then sleep, my strain ! 
Till, haply, waked by Raphasl^s golden lyre. 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and sorrow cetse; 
To bear a part in ererlasting lays ; 
Though far, far higher set, in aim, I trust, 
Sjrmphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the muse asserted pleasures pure. 
Like those abore ; exploding other joys ? 
Weigh what was mged, LoRXifBo I fiuriy wsigh; 
And teU me, hast thou cause to triumph still ? 
I think, thou wilt forbear a boast so bold. 
But if, beneath the fayour of mistake. 
Thy smile 's sincere ; not more sincere can be 
LoRXNzo^s smile, than my compassion for him. 
The siek in body call for aid ; the sick 
In mind are ooretous of more disease; 
And when at worst, they dream th^nsdres quite wtIL 
To know ourselves diseased, is half our cure. 
When nature^s blush by custom is wiped off. 
And conscience, deadenM by repeated stroket» 
Has into manners naturalized our criaiea ; 
The curse of curses is, our curse to love ; 
To triumph in the blackness of our guiH 
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(As Indins gfkny in the deepest jet,) 
And throw aside our senses with oar peace. 

Bnt, grant no gniHi no shame, no least alloj ; 
Grant joy and glory quite mnnllied shone ; 
Tet, still, it ill deserves Ixaenzo^ heart 
No joy, no glory, glitters in thy sight. 
But, throuf^ the thin partition of an hour, 
I see itB sables wore by destiny ; 
And that in sorrow bnried ; thi^ in diame ; 
While bowling furies ring tbe doleful knell ; 
And consoienoe, now so soft ihtm scarce canst bear 
Her whisper, echoes her eternal peal. 

Where, the prime actors of tbe last yescr^s scene ; 
Their port so prood, their bn^n, and their phunel 
How many sleep, who kept the world awake 
With lustre, and with noise ! Has death prodaiBM 
A truce, and hung his sated lance on h%fa ? 
iTis brandished still ; nor shall the present year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf^ 
Or spread of feeble hfe a thinner fall. 

But needless momunents to wake the thought; 
lifeH gayest scenes speak manH mortality; 
Though in a style more florid, full as plain, 
As mausoleums, pyramids, and tombs* 
What are our noblest ornaments, but deaths 
TumM flatterers of life, in paint, or marble. 
Hie well-stainM canvass, 6r the featured stone? 
Our ftdhers grace, or ratiier haunt, the scene : 
Joy peoples ber parilion from the dead. 

^'Profeat^Tentons! cannot these escape ?*l— 
Farfiromit: these present us with a shroud ; 
And talk of death, like gariands o^er a grare* 
As some bold plunderers, for buried wealthy 
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We ransack tombs for pastinie ; from the dost 
Call up the sleeping hero; bid him tread 
The scene for our amusement : how like gods 
We sit ; and, wrapt in immortality, 
Shed generous tears on wretches bom to die; 
Their fiaite deploring, to forget our own ! 

What, all the pomps and triumphs of our liresy 
But legacies in blossom ? Our lean soil. 
Luxuriant gpnown, and rank in ranities, 
From friends interrM beneath ; a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead : 
Like other worms, shall we crawl on, nor know 
Our present frailties, or approaching fate ? 

Lo&BNZO ! such the glories of the world ! 
What is the world itself? thy world ?— A grare ! 
Where is the dust that has not been alire ? 
The spade, the plough, disturb our ancestors; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth^s hollow surface shakes^ 
And is the ceiling of her sleeping sons. 
O^er devastation we blind rerels keep ; 
While buried towns support the dancer^ heeL 
The moist of human frame the sun exhales ; 
Winds scatter, through the mighty void, the dry; 
Earth repossesses part of what she gave. 
And the freed spirit mounts on wings of fire ; 
Each element partakes our scatter'd spoils ; 
As nature, wide, our ruins spread : man's death 
Inhabits sdl things, but the thought of man. 

Nor man alone ; his breathing bust expires. 
His tomb is mortal ; empires die. Where now. 
The Roman? Oreek? They stalk, an empty name ! 
Tet few regard them in this useful light ; 
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Tlioiigli hilf our leaniiii^ is their eftttaph. 

When down thy Tale, unlock^ hy midnight thoughti 

That lores to wander in thy sunless realms, 

death ! I stretch my view ; what visions rise! 
What triumphs ! toils imperial ! arts divine ! 

In witherM laurds glide before my sight ! 

What lengths of far-femed ages, billowed high 

With human agitation, roll along 

In unsubstantial images of air ! 

The melancholy ghosts of dead renown. 

Whispering faint echoes of the worlds applause ; 

With penitential aspect^ as they pass. 

All point at earth, and hiss at human pride. 

The wisdom of the wise, and prancings of the great. 

But, O Lorenzo ! far the rest above, 
Of ghastly nature, and enormous size, 
One form assaults my sight, and chills my blood, 
And shakes my frame. Of one departed woiid 

1 see the mighty shadow^ oozy wreath 

And dismal sea-weed crown her ; o^er her urn 
Reclined, she weeps her desolated realms. 
And bloated sons ; and, weeping, propheoiei 
Another's dissolution, soon, in flames. 
But, like Cassahdra, prophecies in vain ; 
In vam, to many ? not, I trust, to thee. 

For, know'st thou not, or art thou loth to knoW| 
The great decree, the counsel of the skies ? 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful powers ! 
Prune ministers of vengeance ! chainM in caves 
Distinct, apart the giant furies roar ; 
Apart ; or, such their horrid rage for ruin, 
In mutual conflict would th^y rise, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour^. 
22 
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Bat ncH for tiot,»i4ai»*A(jwir>)iiW«^1iw« lift t 
Wk#A Ck«f«i^ lAforior uwtfwnMte of mnth^ 
War, ftmiii^ |)«9ta«io«, aM foiwd too wmk 
To icowfe a woM hr^hotf emamflm erisiest 
These are lei kKwe» alteniAte : dovB tliej rntl^ 
Swift and tevfCMtttom, Inmi Oi' etonal lto«% 
With inetifltible conunMon afm*^ 
The world, in rain ceneeted, t»detl3roj» 
And ease creation of the shockiair weoe. 

Seest thou, LeiiEif«#! what depends on MMif 
Thefirteef mtare; as for maa, her birth. 
Earth% actors chaose eactk^ transilory scaaii^ 
And make ereatioa grrasai with faMBiaii gwk» 
How most it grovi, in a new dehige whehM* 
Bat not of waters ! At the destined ho«r, 
By the loud trumpet suramontt to the ebftiyt* 
See, aU the fermidabliB sons of fire, 
Eruptioiis, eajr^uakes, comets^ lighftniogs, p]«gr 
Their various engiiMS ; aU at once dis^eige 
Their l^jlazing ma^faziaes ; «Bd take, b j «t<i0% 
This poor terrestrial citadel of man* 

Amaziqg period ! wh^ each mgunteiB hcigM 
Out-bums Vesuvias ; itx^ eternal pour 
Their melted mass, as m^fs once the j poorM ; 
Stars rush ; and final ruin, fiercely drives 
Her plou gh s har e o?er creation !--wl»ile aloft. 
More than astonishment ! if more can be I 
Far other finnament Hbau e'er was seen* 
Than %V was thought by maa ! te other stasal 
Stars animate, that govem these of fire; 
Far other sun !^A Sun« O how unlike 
The Babe at BethleHn ! how unJike the Mud^ 
That groaned on Calvaiy !-^Yet He it is ; 
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ThttflMOidfiorrovn! O how changed! What pott^l 
Ip grandenr torrible, aU hearen descend! ! 
And gods, adtbitkms, triumph in his train. 
A swift larcAiangel, with his golden wing, 
As blotB und cloinds, ttiat dai^^ and disgrace 
The scene divine, sweeps stars and snns aside. 
And new, all dross removed, heaven^s own pure daji 
Full on the confines of onr aether, flames : 
While (dreadfhl contrast !) far, how £Bur beneath ! 
HeH, hvrsting, belches forth her blading seas. 
And storms sulphnreoos ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wi^, and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this scene ; the last 
In nature^ course ; ^e first in wisdom^ thought. 
This strikes, if aught can strike thee ; this awakes 
The most supine ; this snatches man from dea^. 
Rouse, rouse, Lohemzo, then, and follow me, 
Where truth, the most momentous man can hear^ 
Loud calls my soid, and ardour wings her flight. 
I find my inspiration in my theme : 
The grandeur of my subject is my muse. 

At midnight, when mankind is wrapt in peace. 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams ; 
To g^e more dr^ to man% most dreadful hour. 
At midnight. His presumed, this pomp will burst 
From tenfold darkness ; sudden as the spark 
From smitten steel ; from nitrous grain, the blaze. 
Man, starting from his couch, shall deep no more! 
The day is broke, which never more shall close ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all! 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes ! 
Our God in grandeur, and our woild on fire ! 
All nature straggting in the pangs of death ! 



d by Google 



S6C TSS tfONfOLATION. HltfKT I& 

Doit tlMm not hear herf Dost thoa not deplore 
Her strong oonynlsions, and her final gproan? 
Where are we now ? Ah me! the groond is gone» 
On which we stood: Lorekzo ! while thoa majHt, 
ProTide more firm support, or sink for ever ! 
Where ? how ? from whence? Vain hope ! it is too latel 
Where, where, for shelter, shall the gnil^ fly, 
When consternation tarns the good man pale ? 

Great daj ! for which all other days were made; 
For which earth rose from chaos, man firom earth; 
And an eternity, the date of gods, 
Descended on poor earth-created man ! 
Great day <^ dread, decision, and despair! 
At thought of thee, each suhlimary wish 
Lets go its eager grasp, and drops the world ; 
And catches at each reed of hope in hearen. 
At thought of thee ! — And art thoa absent, thai? 
liORXifzo ! no; tis here; it is begun;— 
Already is beg^n the grand assize. 
In thee, in alL Deputed conscience scales 
The dread tribunal, and forestalls our doom : 
Forestalls ; and, by forestalling, proves it sure. 
Why on himself should man void judgment paai? 
Is idle nature laughing at her sons ? 
Who conscience sent, her sentence will support; 
And God above assert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court 
Heaven opens in their bosoms. But, how rare, 
Ah me ! that magnanimity, how rare ! 
What hero, like the man who stands himself; 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full chaige it brings, 
Bfisdved to silence future murmurs there? 
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The ccfwveA ilies ; and, flyingr, is undone. ^ 
(Artthoaacowaid? No.) The coward flies ; 
Thinks, but thinks slightly; asks, but fears to knoir; 
Asks, << What is tnithf^ with Pilatk ; and retires; 
Dissobres the court, and mingles with the throng : 
Assylnm sad ! from reason, hope and heaven ! 
Shall aH, but man, kx^ oat with ardent eye, 
For that gpreat day, which was ordainM for man? 

day of consmnmation ! mark supreme 

(If men are wise) of human thought ! nor kast^ 

Or in the sight of angels, or their Kmo ! 

Angels, whose radiant circles, height o'er height^ 

Order o'er order, rising, blaze o*er blaze. 

As in a theatre, surround this scene. 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 

Angels look out for thee ; for thee, their Lcnuoi 

To vindicate his glory ; and for thee, 

Creation univerBal calls aloud. 

To disinTolre the moral world, and g^e 

To nature's renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whose ftkte, whose final fitte. 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought ? 

1 think of nothing else ; I see ! I feel it! 

All nature, like an earthquake, trembling round t 
All deities, like summer swarms, on wing ! 
All basking in the full meridian blaze! 
I see the Judge enthroned ! the flaming guard ! 
The volume open'd ! open'd every heart! 
A sunbeam pointing out each secret thought I 
No patnm ! intercessor none ! now past 
The sweet, the clement, mediatorial hour ! 
For gfuilt no plea ! to pain no pause! no boundl 
Inexorable, all! and kll, extreme ! 
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Nor man atoe ; 4h0 foo of Qod and muk^ 
From hit dark den, UasphenuBg, dng^ his chaa. 
And Bean his braaea front, with thimder soarr^; 
Eooeires his senteiio^, and begins his halL 
All vMigeanoe past, now, seems abundant fiaoe : 
Like meteors in a stormy sky, how roll 
His baleful eyes ! he outms whom he dreads; 
And deems it the first oMoient of his fiilL 

Tis present to my thought !^«nd yet, where it itf 
Angels oan*t tell me; angds cannot guess 
The period ; from created beings look^ 
In darioMsa. But the j^ooeas, and the |dace, 
Are less obscure; fiir these may man inquire. 
Say, thou g^reat dose of human hopes and fean! 
Great key of hearts ! great intther of &tes t 
Greatend! and greatbeginning ! any, where art thoif 
Art thou in time, or in eternity? 
Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee. 
These, as two monarcls, on turn ooitlerB meet» 
(Monarchs of all elapsed, or unarmed!) 
As in dnhale, how best their powers allied, 
May eweH the grandeur, or discharge the WTatii, 
Of Him, whom both thdr monarchies obey. 

Time, Urn Test &bric finr him built (and doonM 
With him to fall,) now burslmg o^ his head ; 
His lamp, the sun, extingnish^ ; from heneatk 
The frown of hideous darkness, calls his sens 
From their kmg slumber; finom earths heaTiagwonib^ 
To second birth; contemporary throng t 
RousM at one call, upstarting ftem one bed, 
Pressed in one crowd, appaMM with one t 
He turns tiiem o^er. Eternity ! to thee. 
Then (as a king deposed diwteins te livoi) 
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He fidls oa bb own tcyfhe ; nor ialli aloiie ; 
His i^reatest foe &Mm with him : Time, and ha 
Who murdered all time's ofipriog, Demth, expirt* 

Time was ! Eternity now reigns mlone : 
Awful Eternity ! otfended qneen ! 
And her resentment to mankind, how jnst! 
With kind intent, soliciting acoess, 
How often has she knockVl at hmnan hearts ! 
Bioh to repay their hospitality ; 
How often call'd ! and with the TiMce of God ! 
Tet bore repulse, excluded as a cheat ! 
A dream ! while foulest foes found weksome tfien ! 
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her smile. 

For, lo! her twice ten thousand gates thrown wide^ 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, 
With banners streaming as the comets biases 
And clarions, krader than the deep in stoms. 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow. 
Four forth thetf myriads, potentates, and pQirtn» 
Of light,of dafkaeis; in a middle fieM, 
Wide as creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral region! there to mark th* erenft 
Of that great drama, whose preceding toenea 
Detained them close spectators, through a lengdi 
Of ages, ripening to tins grand result ; 
Ages, as yet vnnnmbeiM, but by God; 
Who, now, pronouncing sentenoe, rindicatei 
The rights of Tirtoe, and Ins own renown. 

Eternity, tiie rarious sentence past, 
Assigns the serer^ throng distinct abodes, 
SulpfanreoQB, or ambrosial. What ensues ? 
The deed predominant! the deed of deeds! 
Which makes a bell of hell, a hearen ef heaven. 
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Hie goddess, with determined aspect, tamt 
Her adamantine key^s enormous size 
Through destiny^ inextricable wards. 
Deep driTing every bolt, on both their fktet : 
Then, from the crystal battlements of heayen, 
Down, down she hurls it through the dark profound* 
Ten thousand thousand fathom ; there to rust. 
And ne'er unlock her resolution more. 
The deep resounds; and hell, through all her gloonu^ 
Returns, in gpro^ns, the melamcholy roar. 
O how unlike the chorus of the skies ! 
O how unlike those shouts of joy, that shake 
The whole ethereal ! How the concaye rings ! 
Kor strange! when deities their yoice exalt; 
And louder far, than when creation rose, 
To see creation's godlike aim, and end, 
80 well accomplished ! so diyinely closed ! 
To see the mighty Dramatist's last act 
(As meet,) in glory rising o'er the rest 
Ko fancied god, a God, indeed, descends. 
To sdye all knots ; to strike the moral home; 
To throw foil day on darkest scenes of time ; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praise, 
The charm'd spectators thunder their applause ; 
And the yast yoid b^rond, applause resounds. 

WbAT TMBIC AM I?— 

Amidst applauding wotldBp 
And worlds celestial, is there found on earth, 
A peeyish, dissonant, rebellious string, ^ 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complailil ? 
Censure on thee, Lorenzo, I suspend. 
And torn it on myself ; how greatly duej 
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All, ftU IB right, by God ordainM or done : 

And who, but God, resumed the friends He gare? 

And hare I been complaining, then, so long? 

Complaining of his favours ; pain, and death ? 

Who, without paints advice, would e^er be good f 

Who, without death, but would be g^ood in vain f 

Pain is to save from pain ; all punishment, 

To make for peace ; and death, to save from death; 

And second death, to g^ard immortal life ; 

To rouse the careless, the presumptuous awe. 

And turn the tide of souls another way r 

By the same tenderness divine ordainM, 

That planted E^en, and high-bloomM for man, 

A fiurer Eden, endless, in the skies. 

Heaven g^ves us friends to bless tne present scei 
" Kesumes them, to prepare us for the next. 
All evils natural are moral goods ; 
All discipline, indulgence, on the whole. 
None are unhappy : all have cause to smile. 
But such as to themselves that cause deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains ; 
Error, in act, or judgment, is the source 
Of endless sighs. We sin, or we mistake ; 
And nature tax, when false opinion stings. 
Let impious grief be banish^, joy indulged ; 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her clainii 
Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays; 
Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy amidst ills, corroborates, exalts : 
'Tis joy and conquest ; joy and virtue too. 
A noble fortitude in ills, delights 
Heaven, earth, ourselves ; 'tis duty, glory, peace* 
Affliction is the good man's shining scene : 
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Prosperity oonoeals Us bii^test ray : 

As nigfat ta stftTs, woe lustre gires to man. 

Heroes In tettte, pilots in the stomiy 

And vittmm in oiduiities, admire. 

The crown of manhood is a winter-joy; 

An ^VBrf^rmr^ that stands the northern blasts 

And blossoms in the rigour of our fate. 

*TiB a prime part of happiness, to knowl 
How much onhappiness must prore our lot ; 
A part wMoh few possess! Ml pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 
Nor think it misery to be a man : 
Who thinks it is, eball nerer be a god. 
Some ills we wish for, when we wish to lire. [lost ?• 

What spoke proud passion? — " * Wish my bdng 
Presumptuous! blasphemous! absurd! and&lset 
The triumph of my soul is, — ^That I am ; 
And therefore that I may be — ^What? Lorenzo ! 
Look inward, and lode deep ; and deeper stOl ; 
Unfathomably deep our treasure runs 
In golden veins, through all eternity ! 
Ages, and ages, and succeeding still 
New ages, where this phantom of an hour. 
Which courts, each night, dull slumber, for repair^ 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praise, 
And fly through infinite, and all unlock ; 
And (if deserred,) by Heaven's redundant love, 
Made half-adorable itself, adore ; 
And find, in adoration, endless joy ! 
Where thoti, not master of a moment here. 
Frail as the flower, and fleeting as the gale, 

• Referriof to the Fmt Night 
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Mayii boMi ft whole etenkj, emidM 

With all a load Omnqml^ice eaa powr. 

Since AAJbif firiU ne mortal, uuBipiredy 

Has ever yet oeaiCttTed, or ereT shatt. 

How kind is GeB, bow greal (if good) iamaa. 

No nan te»laifelj finom Heayen's bwre ean hfl^t^ 

If, what 18 hoped, he laboars to secure* 

HIb? — ^theiewrenone: AU-gracions! nonefiEomThat; 
Fitmi man fafl many ! Numerous is the lace 
Of blaekest ilk, and thoie imauMrtal too» 
Begot by mft^ieas^ on (atr Eber^; 
Heayen^ daughter, bett-dehanch'd! her hand atone 
Unlocks deiteuetiem te the sons of men. 
First barred by Thine; high^waH^ wi^ adamant, 
Guarded with teners reaching to this world. 
And coverM with the thunders of Thy hfw ; 
Whose threats aremereies; whose injunotioDf, g«des» 
Assisting, not restraming, reason^ choice ; 
Whose sanctions!, unayoidabto results 
From nstaii^s course, indnljgentiy reveaFd * 
If unreyeal^ moffe dangerous^ nor less surOk 
Thus, an isdiEdfent father warns his sons, 
« Do this; fly that^^-^mnr always tells the Ofttf 
Pleased to rewafd, as duty to his wiU, 
A conduct needful to their own repose. 

Great Ood of wonders ! (if, thy kwe tmrftj% 
Aught else the name of wonderful retams) 
What reoka afe these, oa which to build our tnittt^ 
Thy ways admit no blemish ; none I find; 
Orthisalaae " That none is to be ftmd.** 
Not one, txy soften c^isure^ haniy crime; 
Not one, to palliate peevish gprief^ complaint. 
Who, like a dsNncm, murmuring from the dus^ 
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Pares into judgineBt oall her Jndlfe.— BupbbmbS 
For all I Uess tbee; mort, for the serere ; 
* Her death — my own at hand— the fioy giil( 
That flamiiig bound of wrath omnipotent ! 
It thunders ;— bnt it thunders to preserre ; 
It strepgthens what it strikes; its whdesooie dreid 
Ayerts the dreaded pain; its hideous groans 
Join heaven's sweet hallelujahs in thy praise. 
Great Source of good alone ! how khid in all! 
In yeng^eance kind ! pain, death, Gehenna, sava* 

Thus in thy worid material, mighty Mind ! 
Not that alone which solaces, and shines. 
The rough and gloomy, challenges our ]^rai<e» 
The winter ia as needful as the spring; 
The thunder, as the sun ; a stagnate mass 
Of yapours breeds a pestilential air : 
Nor more propitious the Favonian breeie 
To nature's h^th, than purifying stonns. 
The dread volcano ministers to good : 
Its smother'd flames might undermine tiie world. 
Loud £tnas fulminate in love to man ! 
Comets good omens are, when duly soamiM ; 
And, in their use, eclipses learn to shine. 

Map is responsible for ills received ; 
Those we call wretched are a chosen band, 
Compelled to refuge in the lig^t, for peace. 
Amid my list of blessings infinite, 
Stand this the foremost, << That my heart has bled.* 
*Tis Heaven's last effort df good will to man : 
When pain OanH bless. Heaven quits us in despair* 
'Who fails to grieve, when just occasion calls, 
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InhamaiL, or effemioftte, his heart : 

Beason ab^lyes the grieiy which reason eads. 

May Heayen ne'er tniBt my friend with hin»|Mii«ij 

Till it has taoght hhn how to bear it well, 

By preyioos pain ; and made it safe to smile ! 

Such smiles are mine, and snch may they remain ; 

Nor hazard their extinction, from excess. 

My change of heart, a change of style demands ; 

The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 

And makes a cooTert of my guilty song. 

As when o'erlabourM, and inclined to breathe, 
A panting traveller, some rising ground. 
Some small ascent, has gained, he turns him round, 
And measures with his eye the various vale, 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has pass^; 
And, satiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
EndearM by distance, nor afiects more tofl ; 
Thus I, though small, indeed, is that ascent 
The muse has gain'd, review the paths she trod; 
Various, exteninve, beaten but by few ; 
And, Gcoseious of h^ prudence in repose. 
Pause ; and with |tounire meditate an end, 
Though still remote; so fruitfhl is my tiieme 
Through many a field of mcaral and divine, 
The muse has strayM ; and much of sorrow seen 
In human wi^s; and much of false and vain; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can miM. 
O^ friends deceased foil heartily she wept ; 
Of love divine the wonders she display^ ; 
Proved man immortal; show'd the source of joj; 
The gn»d tribunal raised ; assignM (he bomids 
Of human grief: in isw, to dose tiie whole, 
23 
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The moral muie has shadowed out a sketch. 
Though not in form, nor with a RAPHASL-stroke, 
Of most our weakness needs beliere, or do, 
In this our land of travel, and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or prospect of the skies. 

What then remains ?— Much ! much ! a mighty debt 
To be dischai*ged: these thougrhts,0 Niokt ! are thine; 
From thee they came, like lovers' secret sighs, 
While others slept So Cynthia (poets feign) 
In shadows veiled, soft sliding fnun her sphere, 
Her shepherd cheered ; of her enamour'd less, 
Than I of thee. — ^And art thou still unsung. 
Beneath whose brow, and by whose aid, I sing ? 
Immortal silence ! — Where shall I begin ? 
Where end ? or how steal music from the spheref. 
To sooth their goddess ? 

O majestic Niobt ! 
Nature^ great ancestor ! Day^ elder-bom ! 
And fated to survive the transient sun ! 
By mortals, and inmiortals, seen with awe ! 
A starry crown thy raven brow adorns. 
An azure zone, thy waist ; clouds, in heaven^ loom 
Wrought through varieties of shape and shade. 
In ample folds of drapeiy divine, 
Thy^wing mantle form ; and, heaven thronghooty 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train. 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature^ most august, 
Inspiring aspect !) claim a grateful verse ; 
And, like a sable curtain starr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'er my labours past, shall close the scene* 

And what, O man ! so worthy to be sung f 
What more prepares us for the songs of h^vea? 
Creation, of archangels is thethemel 
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What, to be sung, so nc^odful ? What so well 
Celestial joys prepares us to sustain ? 
The soul of man, His face designM to see. 
Who gave these wonders to be seen by man, 
Has here a previous scene of objects great, 
On which to dwell ; to stretch to that expanse 
Of thought, to rise to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe, 
And give her whole capacities that strength. 
Which best may qualify for final joy. 
The more our spirits are enlarged on earth. 
The deeper draught shall they receive of heaven. 

Heaven^s Kino ! whose face unveiled consummates 
bliss; 
Redundant bliss I which fills that mighty void, 
The whole creation leaves in human hearts ! 
Thou, who didst touch the lip of Jesss^ son, 
Rapt in sweet contemplation of these fires. 
And set his harp in concert with the spheres ! 
While of thy works material the supreme 
I dare attempt, assist my daring song : 
Loose me from earth's enclosure, from the sun^s 
Contracted circle set my heart at large ; 
Eliminate my spirit, (pve it range 
Through provinces of thought yet unexplored; 
Teach me, by this stupendous scaBfolding, 
Creation's golden steps, to climb to Thke. 
Teach me with art great nature to controul, 
And s;>r' ad a lustre o!er the shades of night. 
Feel I thy kind assent ? and shall' the sun 
Be seen at midnight, rising in my song? 

Lorenzo ! come, and warm thee: thou whose heart. 
Whose little heart, is moor'd within a nook 
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Of this obscure terrestrial, anchor ireigfa. 

Another ocean calls, a nobler port; 

I am thy pilot, I thy prosperous gale. 

Gainfiil thy voy^ige through yoo aEure main; 

Main, without tempest, pirate, rock, or shore ; 

And whence .thou may%t import eternal wealth; 

And leave to beggaiM minds the pearl and gold. 

Thy travels dost thou boast o^ foreign realms ? 

Thou stranger to the world ! Ihy tour begin; 

Thy tour through nature^ universal orb. 

Nature delineates her whole chart at laige. 

On soaring souls, that sail among the spheres ; 

And man how purUind, if unknown the whole ! 

Who circles spacious earth, then travels here, 

Shall own he never was from home before ! 

Come, my Prometheus,* from thy pointed rock 

Of false ambition if unchainM, we'll mount ; 

We^, innocently, steal celestial fire. 

And kindle our devotion at the stars ; 

A theft, that shall not cham, but set thee free. 

Above our atmosphere^ intestine wan, 

^ain^ fountain-head, the magazine of hail; 

Above the northern nests of featherM snows. 

The brew 6f thunders, and the flaming forge 

That forms the crooked lightning ; %ove the caves 

Where infant tempests wait their growing wing8» 

And tune their tender voices to that roar. 

Which soon, perhaps, shall shake a guHly world ; 

Above misconstm^ omens of the sky, 

Far-travellM comets* calculated blaze ; 

Elance thy thought, and think of more than maife 
w. 

•- ^ eNiflitthcEiffhfli. 
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T^y soul, tiU nofWy contracted, witherM, shrank, 
Blighted by blasts of earth's itnwholesome air, 
Will blossom here ; spread all her faculties 
To these bright ardours; erery power unfold, 
And rise into sublimities of thought 
Stars teach, as well as shine. At nature^ birth, 
Thus their commission ran—'* Be kind to man.^ 
Where art thou, poor benighted trareller P 
The stars will light thee; tiiough the moon shoidd (aiL 
Where art thou, more benighted ! more astray ! 
In way^ immoral ? The stars call thee back ; 
And, if obeyed their counsel, set thee right. 

This prospect vast, what is it? — ^WeigWd aright>' 
'Tis nature's system of divinity, 
And every student of the night inspires. 
^Tis elder Scripture, writ by God's own hand t 
Scripture authentic ! unccmrupt by man. 
Lorenzo ! with my radius (the rich gift 
Of thought nocturnal !) I'll point out to thee 
Its vanous lessons ; some that may surprise 
An un-adept in mysteries of ^ig^t ; 
Little, perhaps, expected in her school, 
Nor thought to grow on planet, or on star. 
Bulls, lions, scorpions, monsters, here we feign ;' 
Ourselves more monstrous, not to see what here 
&istA indee ;— *a lecture to mankind. 

Whatrea we here? — ^Th' existence of a God / 
Tf >s ; and of othOT beings, man above ; 
Natives of ether ! sons of lugher climes ! 
And, what may move Ixaenzo's wonder mor^ 
Eternity is written in the skies. 
And whose eternity ? — Loiibnzo, thine ; 
Mankind's eternity. Nor fiBiith alone ; 
23 * 
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Virtue fioift here : here iprings the sovereign curt 
Of ahnoit erery tioe ; hat chiefly thine ; 
Wrath, pride, amhitioii, luid impure desire. 

LoRENSOt tlMNi caost wake at midiiight too, 
Though not on morals beat : ambition, plearare ! 
Those tyrants I for thee so lately fought,* 
Afford their harassM slayes but sleiider rest 
Thou, to whom midnight n immoral noon, 
And the sun^ noon-tide blase, prime dawn of dxf 
Not fay thy climate, bat capricioas crime, 
Commencmg one of oar Antipodes ! 
In thy nocturnal rOTe, one moment halt, 
*Twixt stage and stage, of riot, and cabal ; 
And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to lift. 
If bdd to meet the &ce of injured Heaven,) 
To yonder stars : for other ends they shine, - 
Than to light travellers from shame to shame. 
And, thus, be made accomplices in gfuiU* 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of spnoe^ 
With infinite of lucid ortn replete, 
Which set the living fonament on ftre. 
At the first glance, in such an overwhelm 
Of wonderful^ on man's astonishM sight. 
Rushes OUNiPOTCNCK ? — ^To curb our priAei 
Our leason rouse, and lead it to tliat Power, 
Whose love lets down tiiese silver chains of Vgkt, 
To draw up manH ambition to HiiNel^ 
And bind our chaste affections to his throne. 
Thus the three virtues, least alive on earth. 
And welcome on heaven^ coast with most applaiM^ 
An humble, pure, and heavenlyHBiinded heart. 
Are here in8pired.^And canst thou gaze too long? 

* night the £if hth. 
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Nor ttapdi tbjr wrath deprired of its repxoo^ 
Or anupbraided by this radiaiit choir. 
The planets of etch system represent 
Kind neigfaboiirs : mutual amity prerails ; 
Sweet interchange of rays, received* retmiM; 
Enlightening, and enlighten^ ! All, at onoe. 
Attracting, and attracted ! Patriot-like, 
None sins against the welfare of the whd« ; 
But their reciprocal, unselfish aid, 
Affords an emUeni of millennial lore. 
Nothing in nature, much less conscious beiac> 
Was e^er created solely for itself : 
Thus man his sorereign duty learns in this 
Material picture of benevolence. 

And know, of all our superoilous race. 
Thou most iniammaUe ! thou wasp of men ! 
Man^ angry heart, inspected^ would be found 
As rightly set, as are iJie starry spheres ; 
rris nature^ structure, broke by stubborn wiO, 
Breeds afi tet UBoelestial discord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave? 
Canst thou d esc e nd from coLverse with the akiesy 
And seise thy brothei^ throat? — ^For what?— a oled? 
An OKh «f «arth ? The planets cry, ** Forbear:" 
They chase our douUe darkness, nature's gioeni 
And (kinder still I) our intellectual nigfaC 

And see, Day%4uaiiabl6 sister sends 
Her invitation, in the softest rays 
Of mitigated lustre; courts thy sight, 
Which suffers from her tyrant-brother^ Uase* 
Night granto thee the full freedom of the skies. 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye; 
With ftiiiy and joy, she bribes thee to be wiMb 
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Night opes the noblest scenes, and sheds an^we, 
Which gires those venerable scenes full weight, 
And deep reception, in th' inteaderM heart : 
While light peeps through the daricness, like a spj; 
And darkness shows its grandeur by the light. 
Nor is the profit grater than the jor» 
If human hearts at glorious objects glow. 
And admiration can inspire delight 

What speak I more, than I, this moment, feel ? 
With pleasing stupor first the soul is struck : 
(Stupor ordaiuM to make her truly wise !) 
Then into transport starting from her trance, 
With lore, and a40uration, how she glows I 
This gorgeous apparatus ! this display ! 
This ostentation of creative power ! 
This theatre !— what eye can take it in ? 
^y what (fivine enchantment was it raised. 
For minds of the first magnitude to launch 
In endless speculation, and adore? 
One sun by day, by night ten thousaad ahiiie}' 
And light us deep into the Deitt, 
How boundless in magnificence and might 1 
O what a confluence of ethereal fires, 
From urns unnumber'd, dowp the steep of lieaTfl% 
Streams to a point, and centres in my ^ightl 
Nor tarries there; I feel it at my heart 
My heart, at once, it humbles and exalts ; 
Lays it in dost, and calls it to the skies. 
Who sees it unexalted ? or unawed ? 
Who sees it, and can stop at what is seen? 
Material offspring of Omitipotskcx ! 
Inanimate, all-animating birth ! 
Work worthy Him who made it I woiUhy^pnmt 
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All praise ! praae move than iramao ! nor denied 

Thy praise dirme ! — ^Bvt though man^drownM in deep, 

Withhohfti his homage, not alone I wake : 

Bright legiooEi swann unseen, and sing, nnheaid • 

By mortal ear, Uk glorioos Architect, 

In this his umrenal temple, hung 

With lustres, with innnmerahle lights, 

That shed veligioQ on the soul ; at once, 

The temple, and the preacher I O how load 

It calls defotion ! genuine growth of night ! 

Devotion I daughter of astrcmomy ! 
An ondevont astronomer is mad. 
True ; all things speak a God : but in the small^ 
Men trace out Him ; in great, He seizes man; 
Seizes, and eterates, and raps, and fills 
With new inquines, 'mid associates neir. 
Tell me, yvstais! ye planets! tell me, all 
Yestan«d,aiidplaiietBdiiriiabitanU! whatisitf 
What am these sons of wonder? Say, prood ttk 
(Within whose aflEwe palaces tiwy dwefl,) 
Built with divine amVNion! indisdam 
Of limit bam! built in the taste of heaven t 
Vast conca^re ! ample dome! wast thou desigii^ 
A meet apartment for ttie Dsitt ?-— 
Not so; that thought alone thy state impain. 
Thy lofty snte^ and shallows thy prafovBd, 
And straightens thy difiMve; dwarfr the vHbolei 
And makes an universe an orrery. 

But when I drop mine eye, and look on man, 
ny right fegain'd, thy grandeur is restored, 
O nature ! wide flies off th' expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fired. 
The smHIeBi air is h«dlow'd by 4he blow 
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The yaat ctisplosion dissipates the cloudf ; 
ShockVi ether^ billows dash the distant skies ; 
Thus (but far more) th* expanding round flies oS^ 
And leares a mighty void, a spacious womby 
Might teem with new creation ; reinflamed 
Thy luminaries triumph, and assume 
Divinity themselves. Nor was it strange. 
Matter high-wrought to such surprising pomp» 
Such godlike gloiy, stole the style of gods. 
From ages dark, obtuse, and steeped m sense ; 
For, sure, to sense, they truly are divme, 
And half absolved idolatry from guilt; 
Nay, tumM it into virtue. Such it was 
In those, who put forth all they had of man 
Unlost, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher ; 
But, weak of wing, on planets perchM ; and thought 
What was their highest, must be their adored* 

But they how weak, who could no higfher mount f 
And are there then, Lorenzo, those, to whom 
Unseen, and unexistent, are the same ? 
And if incomprehensible is joined, 
Who dare pronounce it madness to belieref 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown aside 
All measure in his work; stretchM out his line 
So far, and spread amazement p'er the whole ? 
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes,) 
Deep in the bosom of his universe. 
Dropped down that reasoning mite, that insect, maiii 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the scene ?— 
That man might ne'er presume to plead amasement 
For disbelief of wonders in Himself. 
Shall God be le^s miraculous, than what * 
His hand has formed? €hall mysteries descend 
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From tmniysterioas ? things more elerate 

Be more familiar? tmcreated liie 

More obrious than created, to the grasp 

Of human thought P The more of wonderful 

Is heard in Him, the more we should assent. 

Could we conceive him, God he could not be ; 

Or he not God, or we could not be men. 

A God alone can comprehend a God : 

Man's distance how immense ! On such a theme, 

Know this, Lorenzo ! (seem it ne'er so strange) 

Nothing can satisfy, but what confounds ; 

Nothing, but what astonishes, is true. 

The scene thou seest, attests the truth I sing: 

And erery star sheds light upon thy creed. 

These stars, this furniture, this cost of heaven, 

If but reported, thou hadst ne'er believed ; 

But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 

The g^rand of nature is tii' Almighty's oath, 

In reason's court, to silence unbelief. 

How my mind, opening at this scene, imbibes 
The moral emanations of the skies ; 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo less admires ! 
Has the Great Sovereign sent ten thousand woridi 
To tell us, he resides above them all, 
In glory's unapproachable recess ? 
And dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The sumptuous, the magnific embassy 
A moment's audience ? Turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For man's emolument ; sole cause that stoops 
Their gprandeur to man's eye ? Lorenzo ! rouse ; 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightning's wing, 
And glance from east to west, from pole to pole. 
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Who sees, but is conftmnded, or eoarioced P 

Renounces reason, or a CroD adores ? 

Mankind was sent into the world to see : 

Sigfht g^yee tiie science neediul to their peace ; 

That obvious scimioe asks Bmall leamkn^ aid. 

Wouldst thou on meti^i^jsic ptniooi soar? 

Or wound thj patience amid logic thorns f 

Or traTcl history^s enormous round ? 

Nature no such hard task enjoins : she gsre 

A make to man directive of his thought ; 

A make set upright, poiiAing to the stars, 

As who should say, <' R^4 thy chief lesson there*^ 

Too late to read this manuscript of heaven, 

When, like a parchm^it-Bcn^, shrunk up ^ iamei^ 

It folde Lorenzo's lesson from his sight. 

Lesson how various ! Not the God alone 
1: see his ministers ; I see, diffused 
In radiant orders, essences sublime. 
Of various offices, of various plume, 
In heavenly liveries, distinctly clad. 
Azure, g^reen, purple, peari, or downy gold» 
Or all commixM ; they stand, with wings ontipiHidj 
TiisteaiBg to catch the Maistor^s least command^ 
And fly through nature, ere the moment oiidt; 
Numbers innumers^le !-<-Well edneeived 
By Pagan, and by Clmstian ! oV each sphera 
Presides an angel, to direct its course. 
And feed, or finn, its flames ; or to disehaigv 
Other hig^ trusts unknown. F^ who oaa tM 
Such pomp of matter, and imagine, mmd» 
For which alone inanimate was made. 
More speringly dispensed? that nobler son, 
I'^ar liker the^reat Sihb l-^-yTk thus ^ skies 
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Infonn us of snperion numbeiiess. 
As much, in excellence, aboye mankind. 
As aboye earth, in ma^tude, the spheres. 
These, as a cloud of witnesses, hang o'er us; 
In a thronged theatre are all our deeds : 
Perhaps, a thousand demigods descend 
On eyery beam we see, to walk with men* 
Awful reflection! strong restraint from ill ! 

Tet, here our yirtue finds still stronger aid 
From these ethereal glories sense suryeys. 
Somethings like magic, strikes from this blue rault. 
With just attention is it yiew'd ? We feel 
A sudden succour, unimplored, unthought : 
Nature herself does half the work of man. 
Seas, riyers, mountains, forests, deserts, rocks, 
The promontoiy^ height, the depth profound 
Of subterranean, excayated grots, 
Black-brow'd, and yaulted high, and yawning wide 
From nature'b structure, or the scope of time ; 
If ample of dimensions, yast of size, 
E'en these an aggrandizing impulse g^ye ; 
Of solemn thought enthusiastic heights 
E'en these infuse.— But what of yast in these? 
Nothing;— or we nrast own the skies foigot 
Much less in art — ^Vain Art ! thou pigmy power ! 
How dost thou swell and strut, with human pridt, 
To show thy littleness! What childish toys. 
Thy watery columns squirted to the clouds ! 
Thy bason'd riyers, and imprison'd seas ! 
Thy mountains moulded into fonns of men! 
Thy hundred-gated capitals ! or those 
Where three days' trayel left us much to r^; 
Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought, 
S4 
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Arches trimnphal, theatres unmense, 

Or nodding gardens pendent in mid air ! 

Or temples proud to meet their gods half-wij t 

Yet these affect us in no common kind. 

What then the force of such superior scenes? 

Enter a temple, it will strike an awe : 

What awe from this the Deitt has built! 

A good man seen, though silent, counsel gfiyes ; 

The touched spectator wishes to be wise : 

In ti bright mirror his own hands have made, 

Here we see something like the face of God. 

Seems it not then enough, to say, Lorenzo, 

To man abandoned, ^* Hast thou seen the skies?" 

And jet, so thwarted nature^s kind design 
By daring man, he makes her sacred awe 
(That guard from ill) his shelter, his temptation 
To more than common g^t, and quite inyerts 
Celestial art^s intent The trembling stars 
See crimes gigantic, stalking through the gloom 
With front erect, that hide their head by day. 
And making night still darker by their deeds. 
SlumbMng in covert, till the shades descend. 
Rapine and murder, linked, now prowl for prey. 
The miser earths his treasure ; and the thief. 
Watching the mole, half beggars him ere mora. 
Now plots, and foul conspiracies, awake ; 
And, muffling up their horrors from the moon, 
Haroc and devastation they prepare, 
And kingdoms tottering in the field of blood. 
Now sons of riot in mid revel rage. 
What shall I do ? — suppress it? or proclaim?— 
Why sleeps the thunder ? Now, Lorenzo ! noif. 
His best friend^ couch the rank adulterer 
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Ascends secure ; and laughs at gods and men. 
Preposterous madmen, yoid of fmr or shame, 
Lay their crimes bare to these chaste eyes of heayen; 
Yet shrink, and shudder, at a mortal's sig^t. 
Were moon, and stars, for villains only made; 
To guide, yet screen them, with tenebrious light? 
No; they were made to fashion the sublime 
Of human hearts, and wiser make the wise. 

Those ends were answer^ once ; when mortals liyed 
Of stronger wing, of aquiline ascent 
In theory sublime. O how unlike 
Those yermin of the night, this moment sung, 
Who crawl on earth, and on her yenom feed ! 
Those ancient sages, human stars ! They met 
Their brothers of the skies, at midnight hour; 
Their counsel askM ; and, what they askM, obey'd. 
The Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank 
The poisonM bowl, and he of Tusculum, 
With him of Corduba (immortal names !) 
In these unbounded and Elysian walks, 
An area fit for gods, and godlike men. 
They took their nightly round, through radiant pftftt 
3y seraphs trod ; instructed, chiefly, thus. 
To tread in their bright footsteps here below ; 
To walk in worth still brighter than the skies. 
There they contracted their contempt of earth; 
Of hopes eternal Idndled, there, the fire; 
There, as in near approach, they glowM, and gr«ir 
(Great yisitants !) more intimate with God, 
More worth to men, more joyous to themselyes. 
Through yarious yirtues, they, with ardour, ran 
The zodiac of their leamM, illustrious liyes. 

In Christian hearts, O for a Pagan zeal ! 
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A needftil, but opprobnoos prayer ! As iniich 

Our ardoor less, as greater is our light 

How monstrous this in morals ! Scarce more strange 

Would this phenomenon in nature strike, 

A sun, that froze us ; or a star, that warmed. 

What taug^ these heroes of the moral world ? 
To these thou gayest thy praise, giye credit too. 
These doctors neW were pension^ to deceiye thee; 
And Pagan tutors are thy taste.«-They taught, 
That, narrow yiews betray to miseiy : 
That, wise is it to comprehend the whole : 
That, yirtue rose from nature: ponder^ well, 
The single base of virtue built to heaven : 
That, God and nature our attention claim: 
That, nature is the glass reflecting 6od» 
As, by the sea, reflected is the sun. 
Too glorious to be gazed on in his sphere : 
That, mind unmortai loves immortal aims '. 
That, boundless mind affects a boundless space t 
That, vast surveys, and the sublime of things. 
The soul assimilate, and make her great : 
That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 
Of inspiration, thus spreads out to man. 
Such are their doctrines ; such the night inspired. 

And what more true ? What truth of greater weight? 
The soul of man was made to walk the skies; 
Delightful outlet of her prison here ! 
There, disencumbered from her chains, the ties 
Of toys terrestrial, she can rove at laige ; 
There, freely can respire, dilate, extend, 
In full proportion let loose all her powers; 
And, undeluded, gprasp at something great. 
Nor, as a stranger, does she wander Uiere ; 
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But, wonderful herself, through wonders strays s 

Contempliating their grandeur, finds her own; 

Dives deep in their oeconomy divine. 

Sits high in judgment on their various laws, 

And, like a master, judges not amiss. 

Hence gpt^atly pleased, and justly proud, the soul 

Grows conscious of her birth celestial ; breathes 

More life, more vigour, in her native air. 

And feels herself at home among the stars ; 

And, feeing, emulates her country^ praise. 

What call we, then, the firmament, Lorbn zo F'^ 
As earth the body, since the skies sustain 
The soul with food, that gives immortal life, 
Call it. The noble pasture of the mind, 
Which there expatiates, strengthens, and exults, 
And riots through the luxuries of thought 
Call it. The garden of the Deitt, 
Blossom^ with stars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambrosial ; moral fruit to man. 
Call it. The breast*plate of the true High-priest, 
Ardent with gems oracular, that g^ve, 
fn points of highest moment, right response ; 
And iU neglected, if we pnze our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true astrology ; 
fhus, have we found a new, and noble sense, 
In which alone stars govern human fates. 
O that the stars (as some have feigoM) let fall 
Bloodshed, and havoc, on embattled realms. 
And rescued monarchs from so black a guilt ! 
Bourbon ! this wish how gfenerous in a foe ! 
Wouldst thou be gfreat, wouldst thou become a god, 
And stick thy deathless name among the stars, 
For mighty conquests on a needle's point? 
21 * 
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Instead of forging cbains for foreignen, 
Bastile tbj tutor. Grandeur all thy aim ? 
As yet thou know^st not what it is ; how great, 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man. 
When in it all the stars, and planets, roll ! 
And what it seems, it is ; great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge; 
Those still more godlike, as these more diyine. 

And more diyine than these, thou canst not see. 
Dazzled, o'erpower^d, with the delicious draught 
Of miscellaneous splendours, how I reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, withoat end ! 
An Eden, this! a Paradise unlost ! 
I meet the Dbiti in every view. 
And tremble at my nakedness before hun ! 
O that I could but reach the tree (^ life ! 
For here it grows, unguarded from our taste ; 
No flaming sword denies our entrance here : 
Would man but gather, he might liye for eyer. 

Lorenzo, much of moral hast thou seen. 
Of curious arts art thou more fond ? Then maik 
The mathematic glories of the skies. 
In number, weight, and measure, all ordained. 
LoRENZo^s boasted builders, chance, and fate^ 
Are left to finish his aerial towers : 
Wisdom and choice, their well-known characten 
Here deep impress ; and claim it for their own. 
Though splendid all, no splendour void of use : 
Use rivals beauty ; art contends with power; 
No wanton waste, amid eftaae expense ; 
The great CEconomist adjusting all 
To prudent pomp, magnificently wise. 
How rich the prospect ! and for ever new ! 
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And newest to the man that Fiews it most ; 

For newer still in infinite succeeds* 

Then, these aerial racers, O how swift ! 

How the shaft loiters from the strongest string! 

Spirit alone can distance the career. 

Orb aboye orb ascending without end ! 

Circle in circle, without end, enclosed ! 

Wheel, within wheel: Ezekiel, like to thine! 

Like thine, it seems a vision or a dream ; 

Though seen, we labour to belieye it true ! 

What inyolution ! what extent! what swarms 

Of worlds, that laugh at earth ! immensely gfreat! 

Immensely distant from each other's spheres ! 

What, then, the wondrous space through which they 

At once it quite ingulfs ail human thought ; [roll f 

'Tis comprehension's absolute defeat. 

Nor think thou seest a wild disorder here : 
Through this illustrious chaos to the sight. 
Arrangement neat, and chastest order, reign. 
The path prescribed, inviolably kept. 
Upbraids the lawless sallies of mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere : 
What knots are tied ! how soon are they dissolredy 
And set the seeming married planets free ! 
They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Confusion unconfused ! Nor less admire 
This tumult untumultuous : all on wing ! 
In motion, all ! yet what profound repose 1 
What fervid action, yet no noise ! as awed 
To silence, by the presence of their Lord ; 
Or hush'd by His command, in love to man. 
And bid let fall soft beams on human rest. 
Restless themselves. On jou Ceerulean plaii;. 
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In exaltatkMi to their God, and thine. 
They dance, they ting eternal jubilee, 
Eternal celebration of His praise. 
But, since their song arriTcs not at our ear, 
Their dance perplexed exhibits to the sight 
Fair hieroglyphic of His peeriess power. 
Marie how tiie labyrinthian turns tiiey take, 
The circles intricate, and mystic maze, 
WeaTe the grand cipher of Omnipotence ; 
To gods, how great ! how legible to man ! 

Leaves so much wonder greater wimder still? 
Where are the pillars that support the skies P 
What more than Atlantean shoulder props 
Th* incumbent load ? What magic, what strange art. 
In fluid air these ponderous orbs sustains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chams/-^ 
And so they are; in the high will of Heayen, 
Which fixes all : makes adamant of air. 
Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought. 
Or nought of all; if such the dread decree. 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The most gigantic sons of earth, the broad 
And towering Alps, all tossM into the sea; 
And, light as down, or volatile as air. 
Their bulks enormous, dancing on the waves. 
In time, and measure, exquisite; while all 
The winds, in emulation of the spheres, 
Tune their sonorous instruments aloft. 
The concert swell, and animate the ball.^- 
Would this i^ppear amazing f What, then, worlA^ 
In a far thinner element sustained, 
And acting the same part, with greater skill. 
More rapid movement, and for noblest ends? 
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More obvious ends to pass,— are not tbcse stars 
The seats majestic, proud impena throres. 
On which angelic delegates of hearen, 
At certain periods, as the Sovereign nods, 
Discharge high trusts of vengeance, or of love ; 
To clothe, in outward g^randeur, g^rand design. 
And acts most solemn still more solemnize f 

Te citizens of air ! what ardent thanks, 
What full effusion of the grateful heart, 
Is due from man, indulged in such a sight ! 
A sight so noble ! and a sight so kind ! 
It drops new truths at every new survey ! 
Feels not Lorenzo something stir within. 
That sweeps away all period ? As these spheres 
Measure duration, they no less inspire 
The godlike hope of ages without end* 
The boundless space, through which th^se roveri tako 
Their restless roam, suggests the sister thought 
Of boundless time. Thus, by kind nature^ sktU, 
To man unlabourM, that important gpest. 
Eternity, finds entrance at the sight : 
And an eternity, for man ordainM ; 
Or these hi^ destined midnight counsellon, 
The stars, had never whisperVl it to man. 
Nature informs, but ne^er insults, her sons. 
Could she then kindle the most ardent wish 
To disappoint it ? — That is blasphemy. 
Thus, of thy creed a second article. 
Momentous, as the existence of a God, 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely sought ; 
And thou may'st read tbj soul immortal, here. 

Here, then, Lorenzo, on these glories dwell; 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated roof, 



d by Google 



f85 THB COKSOLATIOir. KIGMT IX. 

That calls the wretched gay to dark delights. 
Assemblies ! — this is one divinely bright ; 
Here, unendaagerM in health, wealth, or fame, 
Range, through the foirest, and the Sultan scorn. 
He, wise as thou, no crescent holds so fair. 
As that, which on his turban awes a world ; 
And thinks the moon is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and g^ain more than worids can g^e, 
A mind superior to the charms of power. 
Thou muffled m delusions of this life ! 
Can yonder moon turn ocean in his bedy 
From side to side, in constant ebb and (low, 
And purify from stench his watery realms f 
And fails her moral influence ? wants she power 
To turn Lorkhzo^s stubborn tide of thought 
From stag^nating on earths infected shore. 
And purge from nuisance his corrupted heart? 
Fails her attraction, when it draws to heaven? 
Nay, and to what thou yaluest more, earths joy? 
Minds elevate, and panting for unseen. 
And defecate from sense, alone obtain 
Full relish of exiitenoe undeflowerV!, 
The life of life, the zest of woridly bliss 
All else on earth amounts — ^to what? To this : 
« Bad to be sofferM; blessings to be left:^ 
Earths richest inventory boasts no more. 

Of higher scenes be, then, the call obey\]. 
O let me gaze !— Of gazing there^ no end. 
O let me think !->Thought too is wilderM here ; 
In mid-day flight isiagination tires ; 
Tet soon reprunes her wing to soar anew, 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain ; 
So great the pleasure ! so pn^Dund the plan ! 
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A banquet, this, where men and angels meet, 

£at the same manna, mingle earth and heaven. 

How distant some of these nocturnal suns ! 

So distant (says the sage,) 'twere not absurd 

To doubt, if beams, set out at nature^ birth, 

Are yet arriyed at this so foreign world ; 

Though nothing half so rapid as their flight. 

An eye of awe and wonder let me roll. 

And roll for ever: who cansatiate sight 

In such a scene ? in such an ocean wide 

Of deep astonishment ? where, depth, height, breaddi. 

Are lost in their extremes ; and where, to count 

The thick sown glories in this field of fire, 

Perhaps a seraph's computation fails. 

Now, go, ambition! boast thy boundless mig^t 

In conquest, o'er the tenth part of a g^rain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 
To gire his tottering faith a solid base. 
Why call for less than is already thine f 
Thou art no novice in theology ; 
What is a miracle ? — ^'Tis a reproach, 
TTis an implicit satire, on mankind ; 
And while it satisfies, it censures too. 
To common sense, great nature's course prodaimi 
A Deitt : when mankind falls asleep, 
A miracle is sent, as an alarm; 
To wake the world, and prove Him o'er again, 
By recent alignment, but not more strong. 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power. 
Or nature'^ laws to fix, or to repeal f 
To make a sun, or stop his mid career ? 
To countermand his orders, and send back 
The flaming courier to the frighted east, 
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Warmed, and attonuh'd, at hiB eremng my ? 

Or bid the moon, as with her journey tired, 

On Ajalon^ toft, flowery yale repose ? 

Great things are these ; still gpreater, to create. 

From Adam% bower look down through the whole train 

Of miracles ; — rests^ess is their power ? 

They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind, 

Than this, callM nnmiraculons snnrey, 

If duly weight, if rationally seen, 

If seen with human eyes. The brute, indeed, 

Sees nought but spangles here ; the fool, no more. 

Say^t thou, «* The course of nature g^ems all?^ 

The course of nature is the art of God. 

The miracles thou <»11M for, this attest ; 

For say, could nature nature^s course controul ? 

But, miracle^ apart, who sees Him not, 
Nature^s controuller, author, guide, and end? 
Who turns his eye on nature^ midnight face, 
But must inquire — *< What hand behind the scene. 
What arm almighty, put these wheeling globes 
In motion, and wound up the vast machine ? 
Who rounded in his palm these spacious orbs ? 
Who bowPd them flaming through the dark profounds 
Numerous as glittering g^ems of morning dew, 
Or sparks from populous cities in a blaze, 
And set the bosom of old night on fire ? 
Peopled her desert, and made horror smile? 
Or, if the military style delights thee 
(For stars hare fought their battles, leagued with man, ) 
« Who marshalls this bright host ? enrolls their names? 
Appoints their posts, their marches, and returns, 
Punctual, at stated periods ? who disbands' 
These reteran troops, their final duty done. 
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If e^er disbanded ?"— He, whose potent word, 
lake the loud tnmqtet, levied first their powers 
In nights inglorious empire, where they slept 
In beds of darkness ; arm'd them with fierce flames, 
Arranged, and disciplined, and clothed in gold ; 
And calTd them out of chaos to the field, 
Where now they war with vice and unbelie£ 
O let us join this army ! Joining these. 
Will g^ve us hearts intrepid, at that hour. 
When brighter flames shall cut a darker night; 
When these strong demonstrations of a God 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their spheres, 
And one eternal curtain cover all! 

Struck at that thought, as new awaked, I lift 
A more enlightened eye, and read the stars. 
To man still more propitious ; and their aid 
(Though guiltless of idolatry) implore. 
Nor longer rob them of their noblest name. 
O ye dividers of my time ! ye bright 
AcMsountanti of my days, and months, and years, 
In your fair calendar distinctly marked ! . 
Since that authentic, radiant register. 
Though man inspects it not, stands good against him} 
Since you, and years, roll on, though man stands stiU | 
Teach me my ^ys to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to wisdom ; now beyond 
All shadow of excuse for fooling on. 
Age smooths our path to prudence ; sweeps aride 
The snares keen appetite, and passion, spread 
To catch stray souls : and woe to that g^^y head» 
Whose Tolly would undo, what age has done ! 
Aid then, aid, all ye stars !— Much rather. Thou, 
Great AaTiiT! Thou, whose finger set arig^i 
85 
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Thii exfmiteaiiohiiie, wiOi dl its wheels^ 
Thooi^ iBtarrolted, exact ; and poiutia^ <ral 
Life^ rapid, and irreFocaUe flight, 
With rach an indnoL ftiir, as none can miss. 
Who lifti an eje, nor deeps tillit is closed. 
Open mine ejne, dread Dkitt ! to read 
The tacit doctrine of thy wcnrks ; to see 
Things as they are, nnalter'd through the ghaa 
Of worldly wnhes. Time! Etermty! 
pTis these mimeasnred, roin all rauikind,) 
Set them before me ; let me lay them both 
In equal scale, and learn their yarkms weight 
Let time appear a moment, as it is ; 
And let eternity^ lull wb, at once, 
Turn on my soul, and strike it into heaven. 
When shall I see far more tiian charms me now. 
Gaze on creation^ mod^ in Thy breast 
Unveiled, nor wander at the transcript more ! 
When, this Wle, foi^ig^ dust, which smothers all 
That tnnnel earths deep Yide, &AibI1 I lAiake off .^ 
When shall my soul her ioeamation qtut, 
And, re-adopted to thy blessM eidtbrace, 
Obtaia her i^^otheosis in Thex ? 

Dost think, Lorxkso, this is wandefiBf wide ? 
No, 'tis direi^ striking at the maxk: 
To wake thy dead derotion, was my po^it<* 
And how I bless nights consecrating shades. 
Which to a temple turn an universe ; 
Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven. 
And antidote the pestilential earth ! 
In every ttom, that either firowns, or ihlle, 
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What an ai^^vm hat te lool in pray«r ! 

And what a hjm is thu, in which to pray ! 

And what a Cron must dwell in such a ftae I 

O what a genius most inform the skies ! 

And is LoRENza^ salamander heart 

Cold, and untouched, amid these sacred fires? 

O ye nocturnal sparks ! ye glowing^ embers, 

On heairen^s broad earth ! who bom, or bnmno moM, 

Who blaze, or die, as gpreat Jehoyah^ breath 

Or blows you, or forbears ; assist my song ; 

Four your whole influence; exercise his heart, 

So long possessed ; and bring him back to man. 

And is Lorenzo a demurr^ still ? 
Pride in thy parts proTokes thee to contest 
Truths, which, contested, put thy parts to shame. 
Nor shame tbe^ more Loiuurzo's head tiian hMit ; 
A faithless heart, how despicably small ! 
Too straight, au^t great, or generous, to reecir«t 
Filled with an atom! fillM, and foulM, wi& sdf ! 
And self mi^aken ; self, that lasts an hour ! 
Instincts, aad passions, of the noblor kind, 
Lie sufiRk»ted there ; or they alone, 
Reason apart, would wake high hope ; and optn^ 
To raTiih^ thought, that inteUectiud sphere^ 
Where order, wisdom, goodness, proyidenoe. 
Their endless miracles of love disi^ay. 
And promise all the truly great desire* 
The mind that would be happy, must be great | 
Great, in its wishes ; great, in its sunreys. 
Extended views a narrow mind extend ; 
Push out ita corrugate, expansire make^ 
Wliich, ere long, more than planets shall embniM; 



d by Google 



S9t THE CORBOLATKHr. JXlQWr IS 

A man of compass makes a man of worth : 
Dmne contemplate, and become dmne. 

As man was made for glory, and for bliM^ 
All littleness is an a(^[Mroach to woe : 
Open thy bosom, set thy wishes wide* 
And let in manhood; let in happiness^ 
Amid the foonndless theatre of thought 
From nothing, op to God ; which makes a man* 
Take God from nature, nothing great is left ; 
Man^ mind is in a pit, and nothing sees ; 
Man^ heart is in a jakes, and Iofcs the mire. 
Emeige from thy profoond ; erect thine eye ; 
See thy distress ! How close art thou besieged ! 
Besieged by nature, the proud sceptic^ foe ! 
Enclosed by these innumerable worlds, 
Spariding conyiction on the darkest mind, 
As in a golden net of Proyidenoe, 
How art thou caught, sure captiyo of belief? 
From this thy blessVl captivity, what art, 
What blasphemy to reason, sets thee free ! 
This scene is Heaven^ indulgent violence. 
Canst thou bear up against this tide of glory ? 
What, is earth, bosomM in these ambient orbe. 
But, Within God imposed, and pressM on man? 
Darest thou still litigate thy desperate causOy 
Spite of these numerous, awful witnesses, 
And doubt the deposition of the skies ? 
O how laborious is thy way to ruin ! 

Laborious ! 'tis impracticable quite : 
To sink beyond a doubt, in this debate. 
With all his weight of wisdom, and oi willy 
And crime flagitious, I defy a fooL 
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Some wish they did ; but no man disbelicTes* 

God is a spirit ; spirit cannot strike 

These gross, material organs : God by man 

As much is seen, as man a God can see. 

In these astonishing exploits of power^ 

What order, beauty, motion, distance, siae! 

Concertion of design, how exquisite ! 

How complicate, in their divine police ! 

Apt means ! great ends ! consent to general good l-^ 

Each attribute of these material gods. 

So long (and that with specious pleas) adored, 

A separate conquest gains o^er rebel thought; 

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 

Lorenzo, this may seem harangue to thee ; 
Such all is apt to seem, that thwarts our wiU. 
And dost thou, then, demand a simple proof 
Of this great master-moral of the skies. 
Unskilled, or disinclined, to read it there f 
Since tis the basis, and all drops without it» 
Take it, in one compact, unbroken chain. 
Such proof insists on an attentive ear ; 
'Twill not make one amid a mob of thoughts. 
And, for tlr^ notice, struggle with the world. 
Retire; — ^the world shut out;— thy thoughti oaU 
home; — 

Imagination^ airy wing repress ; 

Lock up thy senses ;^let no passion stir ;-— 
Wake all to reason ;— -let her reign alone :— 
Then, in thy soul^s deep silence, and the depth 
Of nature's silence, midnight, thus inquire. 
As I have done ; and shall inquire no more. 
In nature^ channel, thus the questions run : 

<< What am I? apd j&oeri whence f— I nothing know, 
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But that I •lAj alid« tiiMMi I *m, ocmolude 
Something eternal t had there e'er been iioiigtit» 
Nought still had been : etemttl thete muat be.-^ 
But what eternal f^^whj not human raoe.^ 
And Adam's ancestors without an end?-^ 
That^ hard to be oonceived ; since every link 
Of that long-chain^ succession is so frail : 
Can every plrt depend, and not the whole ? 
Vet grant it tme ; new dit&culties rise ; 
I^ still quite out to sea; nor see the shore. 
Whence earth, and these bright orbs ?-^tenud too f 
Grant matter was eternal } still these orbs 
Would want some other father ;«--4nuch design 
Is seen in HL ^leir motions, aU their makes : 
Design implies intdligence, and art : 
That canH be fhxn themsdves^-or man ; that art 
Man scarce oan comprehend, could man bestow ? 
And nothiiqf greater, yet aUow^i^ than man.-^ 
Who, motk>n, Ibreign to the smallest grain, 
Shot through vast masses of enormous we^t? 
Who bid brute matter^ restive lump assume 
Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 
Has matter UttnAU motion ? Then eaidi atom, 
AflsertiHg: itb indisputable right 
To dance, would form an uniyerse of dust. 
Has matter none ? Then, whence these glorious fonns 
And boundless ffi^ta, frofti shapeless, and reposed ? 
Has matter moine than motion? Has it thought, 
Judgmtot^ and genius ? Is it deeply ieamM 
In mathematics f Has it i^vinied such laws. 
Which, but to guess, a NEWit>N made immortal?— 
If so, how each sage atom laughs at me, 
WlioithiBit a clod inferior to a man ! 
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If art, to form; and counsel, to condnoC ; 

And that with greater far, than human skili { 

Resides not in each block ;•— a Godxead reigiM««- 

Grant, then, invisible, eternal. Mind ; 

That granted, all is solved. — ^But, granting Hiatf 

Draw I not o^er me a still darker cloud ? 

Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceire ? 

A being without origin, or end ! — 

Hail, human liberty ! There is no Gtod — 

Tet, why P On either scheme that knot subsisti ; 

Subsist it must, in God, or human race ; 

If in the last, how many knots beside, 

Indissoluble all ? — ^Why choose it there, 

Where, chosen, still subsist ten thousand more ? 

Reject it, where, that chosen, all the rest 

Disperse, leave reason^ whole horizon clear? 

This is not reason's dictate : reason says, 

Close with ihe side where one grain turns the scale* 

What yast preponderance is here ! Can reason 

With louder roice exclaim — ^Beliere a God ? 

And reason heard, is Ibe sole mark of man. 

What things impossible must man think true, 

Ob any other system! and, how strange 

To disbelieve, through mere credulity !" 

If, in this chain, Liorenzo finds no flaw, 
Let it for erer bind him to belief. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds? 
And, if a God there is, that God how great ! 
How great that Power, whose providential cart 
Through these bright orbs' dark centres dartra ray ! 
Of nature universal threads the whole! 
And hangs creation, Uke a precious gem. 
Though little, on the footstool of his throne ! 
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That littto gem, how large ! A weight let hJl 
From a fixM star, in ages can it reach 
This distant earth? Say, then, Lorbnzo ! where. 
Where ends this mighty building? Where begin 
The suburbs of creation? Where the wall, 
Whose battlements look o^er into the yale 
Of non-existence? Mothing^s strange abode! 
Say, at what point of space Jehovah dropped 
His slackened line, and laid his balance by ; 
Weighed worlds, and measured infinite, no more? 
Where rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extramundane head? and says, to gods. 
In characters illustrious as the sun, 

I gtapd, the plan's proud period ; I prononiico 

The «roTl( accomphsh'd ; the creation closed . 

Shont, all ye fods ! nor shoat, ye cods alone ; 

Of all that lires, or, if devoid of life. 

That rests, or rolls, je heights, and depths, resoimd ! 

Resound ! reseond ! ye depths, and heights, resound 1 

Hard are those questions ? — Answer harder still 
Is this the sole exploit, the single birth. 
The solitary son, of Power Divine ? 
Or has th* Almighty Father, with a breath. 
Impregnated the womb of distant space ? 
Has He not bid, in various provinces, 
Bro^r-creations the dark bowels burst 
Of night primaeval; barren, now, no mora? 
And He ijie central sun, transpiercing all 
Those giant-generations, which disport. 
And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray; 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or absorb^ 
In that abyss of horror, whence they sprung ; 
While Chaos triumphs, repossessed <^ all 
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BjTal creatkm ravishM from his throne ? 
Chaos P of nature both the womb, and graye ! 

Think^t thou my scheme, Lorknzo, spreads too 
Is this extrayag^t ? — ^No ; this is just ; [wide ? 

Jnst, in conjecture, though Hwere false in fact. 
If 'tis an error. His an error sprung 
From noble root, high thought of the Most Hi^^ 
But wherefore error ? Who can prove it such ?— 
He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 
Can man ccmceiTe beyond what God can do? 
Nothing, but quite impossible, is hard. 
He summons into being, with like ease, 
A whole creation, and a single grain. 
Speaks he the word ? a thousand worids are bom !— 
A thousand worlds ? there^s space for millions more ; 
And in what space can his great^ fail ? 
Condemn me not, cold critic ! but indulge 
The warm imag^inaticm : why condemn f 
VQiy not indulge such tbonghts, as swell oar heart! 
Wttii fuller admiration of that Power, 
.Who gives our hearts with such high thoogfats to 

sweUf 
Why not indulge in His ai^gumented praise ? 
Darts not His glory a stiU brighter ray, 
The less is left to Chaos, and the realms 
Of hideous Night, where fancy strays aghast; 
And, though^most talkative, makes no report? 

Still seems my thought enormous ? Think again ;«« 
Experience 'iself shall aid thy lame belief. 
Glasses (^t revelation to the sight !) 
Have they not led us deep in the disclose 
Of fine-spun nature, exquisitely small ; 
And, though demonstrated^ still ill conceived ? 
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If, then, on the verene, the mind would mout 
In ma^itade, what mind can moont too for. 
To keep the balance, and creation poiie? 
Defect alone can err on tucfa a theme : 
What if too gpreat, if we the Cause ranrey ? 
Stupendous Architbct ! Thou, thoa art aU! 
Mj sool flies up and down in thoughts of Tha% 
And finds herself but at the centre still ! 
I AM, thy name ! Existence, all thme own! 
Creation^ nothing; flattered much, if styled 
<( The thin, the fleeting atmosphere oi God." 

Ofortheroice— <tf what? of whom?— What roiM 
Can answer to my wantB» in such ascent^ 
As dares to deem one uBirerse too small? 
Tettne, UoBEirao! (ibrnow fimcy glowa» 
Fired in the yortez of Afanigfaty Power) 
Is not this home creation^ in the map 
or unirersal nature* as a speck. 
Like fikir BftiTTAinnik in cnr little ball; 
Exceeding fair, and glorioua for its siaw. 
But, ehewhere, to outmeasiu«d, Ur ontshoMl 
In fancy (for the fact beyond us lies,) 
Canst thou mat figure it, an isle, alouMt 
Too small for notice, in the rast of being; 
SeyerM by nughty seas of unbuilt space 
From o^r realms ; from ample continents 
Of higher lifo, where nobler natives dwell ; 
Less northem, less remote from Dsitt, 
Glowing beneaUi the line of the Supiufcin ; 
Where souk in excellence make haste, put forth 
Luxuriant gAywths; nor the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen soon to gods? 
Tet why drown fancy in such depths as theae ? 
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Retum, frMomptniNU rcfwerl and confess 

The bounds of mua ; nor bbuBM them, as too snialL 

Enjoy we not full soqpe in what is seen ? 

Full ample tlie donunions of the sun *. 

Full glofioss to behold ! How &r, how wide. 

The matchless monarch, from his flaming throne. 

Lavish of lustre, throws his beams about him, 

Further, and &ster, than a thought can fly, 

And feeds his planets with eternal fires ! 

This HeliopoUs, by greater far. 

Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built; 

And He alone, who built it, can destroy. 

Beyond this city, why strays human thought? 

One wonderful, enough for man to know ! 

One i^inite, enough for mao to range ! 

One firmament, enough for man to read ! 

O what yelominous instruction here ! 

What page of wisdom is denied him P None; 

If learning his chi^ lesson makes him i 

Nor is instraotioA, herbi, oar only gaia ; 

There dwells m noble pathos in the skies. 

Which warms our passioai, pmelytes our heirtfc 

How «]oq^eotly shines tiie glowing fole ! 

With what attthority it gires its chaige, 

Remonstratiiig great (ruths in atyle snbiJme, 

Though silent, loud ! heard earth tromd; abofre 

The planets heard ; aad net unheard in heil: 

Hell has her wonder, though too prood to pniM* 

Is earth, then, more infienmal? Has she theee. 

Who neither praise (Lorcnzo !) nor admire? 

LoRENzoH admiration, pro-engaged, 
Ne^er askM the moon one question ; nerer held 
Least correspondence with a single star ; 
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Ne^er rearM an altar to the. queen of heairen 

Walking^ in brightnew ; or her train adored. 

Their sublunary rivals have long since 

Engross^ his whole derotion ; stars malign, 

Which made tiienr fond astronomer run inad ; 

Darken his intellect, corrupt his heart ; 

Cause him to sacrifice his fame and peace 

To momentary madness, callM Delight : 

Idolater, more gross than ever kissM 

The lifted hand to Luita, or pour'd out 

The blood to Jove !— O THOU, to whom beknigs 

All sacrifice ! O thou Great Jove unfeignM ! 

Divine Instructor ! thy first volume, tins, 

For man^ perusal; all in ca{»tals I 

In moon, and stars (heaven% golden alphabet !) 

Emblazed to seize the sight ; who runs may read ; 

Who reads, can understand. ^Tis unconfined 

To Christian land, or Jewry; fairly writ, 

In language universal, to mankind : 

A language, lofty to tiieleamM; yet plain 

To those that feed the fiock, or guide the plough. 

Or, from its husk, strike out the bounding grain. 

A language, worthy the Great Mind that speaks ! 

Preface, and comment, to the sacred page! 

Which oft refen its reader to the skies. 

As presupposing his first lesion there, 

And Scripture 'telf a fragment, that unread. 

Stupendous book of wisdom, to the wise ! 

Stupendous book ! and openM, Night ! by thee. 

By thee much openM, I confess, O Night I 
Yet more I wish ; but how shall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Night ! whose modest, maiden beams 
Give us a new creation, and present 
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The worlds g^reat picture soften^ to the sight ; 
Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent still, 
Say, thou, wbose.mild dominion's silver key 
Unlocks our hemisphere, and sets to yiew 
Worids beyond number; worlds concealed by ^y. 
Behind the proud and envious star of noon ! 
Canst thou not draw a deeper scene ? — and show 
The mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
These rich regalia, pompously display^ 
To kindle that high hope ? Like him of Uz, 
I gaze around ; I search on every side — 

for a glimjise of Him my soul adores ! 
As the chased hart, amid ihe desert waste, 

Pants for the living stream ; for Him who made her, 
So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank 
Of sublunary joys. Say, goddess ! where ? 
Where, blazes His bright court ? Where bums His 

throne? 
Thou know^t ; for thou art near Him ; by thee, rocmd 
His gprand pavilion, sacred fame reports 
The sable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, so swift of wing, 
Who travel far, discover where He dweUs ? 
A star His dwelling pointed out below. 
Te Pleiades ! Arcturus ! Mazaroth ! 
And thou, Orion ! of still keener eye ! 
Say ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, 
And bring them out of tempest into port ! 
On which hand must I bend my course to find Him? 
These courtiers keep the secret of their Kino ; 

1 wake whole nights, in vain, to steal it from them. 

I wake; and, waking, cUmb Night's radiant scale, 

From sphere to sphere ; the steps by nature set 
26 
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For man^i asoent ; at once to tqppt, and aid ; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his tofrerini^lhoiiglit; 
Till it anrne at the ^peat §^ of alL 

In ardent contemplation^ rapid car. 
From «ajrth, as from mj barrier, I set ont 
How swift I mount ! Dkninish\l earth recedes ; 
I pass the moon ; and, from her further side. 
Pierce heavoi^ bine cnrtain ; strike into remote f 
Where, with his Med tube, the subtile sage 
His artificial, airj journey talces. 
And to celestas^ lengthens human sight. 
I pause at eyery planet on my road. 
And ask for Hm who giret their orbs to rdl. 
Their fcnpebeads fair to shine. From SatvrhHi riag» 
In which, of eaiths an army might be lost. 
With the b<^d comet, take my bolder fligbt, 
Amid those sorereign glories of the akiet, 
Of independent, native lustre proud ; 
The soi^ of systems ! and the lords of 1Mb, 
Through their wide empires !^-What behold I noir f 
A wilderness of wonders burning ronad ; 
Where laffer suns iniiabit higher spbena ; 
Peibaps the irillas of descending gods ! 
Nor halt I here; my toil ie but begim ; " - ' ^ . 

'Tis but the threshoJd of tke Dsity ; i • 

Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling stttt. 
Nor is it strange ; I built on a mistake ! 
The grandeur i^ his works, whenOe folly sought 
For aid, to re^^n sets his glory higher ; 
Who built thu^bigh for worms (mere worms to Wm^^ 
O where, Lkvi£N2o ! must the Builder dwell f 

Pause, then ; and, for a, moment, here respirB— 
H human (bought can ke^ iii ftatioii here. 
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Where am I ?— Where is earth ?— Najr, where avt 

thoo^ 
O sun ?— Is the sub tamM Tocfaise ? — And are 
His boasted expeditioDs dwrt to mine ? — 
To raiae, how aiort ! On nature^s Alps I stand. 
And see a thousand finnaments beneath } 
A thousand systems, as a thousand g^as ! 
So mock a stranger, and so late arrived, 
How can man's curiovt spirit not inquire, 
What are the natives of this world sublime, . 
Of this so foreign, uoterrestrial sphere, 
Where mortal^ untranslated, never stray^? 

** O ye^ as distant finom my Iktle home. 
As swiftest san-beams in an age can iy I 
Far from my natitve element I roam. 
In qi^est oi new, and woBderfnl, to man. 
What prefiDoe tbia^ of His immeose donQi% 
WbamaUobcy? Or mortals bete, or gods ? 
Ye borderers on the coast of bliss I what are yoaf 
A colony from heaven? or, only raised. 
By frequent visit from heaven's neighbooring ieafal% 
To secondary gods, and half divine ?*- 
Whate^ your nature, this is past dispnte. 
Far other life you bve, &r other tongue 
Ton talk, far other tnongfat, perhaps, you tiiink, 
Than man* How va^ous are the worics of Goo I 
But say. What iSbot^t? Is reason here enthroned, 
And absolute f or sense in arms ag^ainst her ? 
Have you two lights? or need you no reveal^? 
Enjoy your happy realms their golden age? 
And had your Eden an abstemious Evs ? 
Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 
And ask their Adams— >« Who wookL not be wise?' 
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Or, if yoar mother fell, are you redeemM ? 

And if redeemM — ^is jont Redeemer scomM ? 

It this your final residence ? If not, 

Change you your scene, translated ? or by death ? 

And if by death; what death?— Knovr you disease ? 

Or horrid war?— With war, this fatal hour, 

EuROPA gproans (so call we a small field. 

Where kings run mad.) In our world, death disputes 

Intemperance to do the work of age ; 

And, hanging up the quiver nature gaye him. 

As slow of execution, for dispatch 

Sends forth imperial butchers; bids them slay 

Their sheep (the siDy sheep they fleeced before,) 

And toss him twice ten thousand at a meaL 

Sit all your executioners on thrones ? 

With you, can rage for plunder make a god? 

And bloodshed wash out every other stain ?— 

But yon, perhaps, cant bleed : from matter ( 

Tour spirits clean, are delicately clad 

In fine-spun ether, pririleged to soar, 

Unloaded, uninfected ; how unlike 

The lot of man ! How few of human race 

By their own mud unmurderM \ flow we wags 

Self-war eternal ! — ^Is your painful day 

Of hardy conflict o^er ? or, are you still 

Raw candidates at school ? And have you thoM 

Who disaflect reversions, as with us ? 

But what are we ? You never heard of man ; 

Or earth, the Bedlam of the universe ! 

Where reason (undiseased with you) runs mad. 

And nurses folly's children as her own ; 

Fond of the foulest. In the sacred mount 

Of holiness, where reason is pronounced 
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In&UiUs^ and tbuaden, Hke a god; 

E^ea there, bj saints, the dasmcms m o otd oa s ; 

What these Ihtak wreng, onr taiate rcfiae to riglit; 

And kindly teach diiU hell her own hkaA ajrtat 

Satan, instructed, o^er their morals smilea.^— 

But this^ how strange to jou^ who know not maat 

Has the least ruoioar of our race arrived? 

Called here £lijah in hi» flaming ear ^ 

Passed bj you the gpood finocx, on his road 

To those fair fields, wheaee Lucifbb. was hnriPd ; 

Who brushed, perhaps, your sphere in his desccBty 

Stained your pure eryjitsA ether, or let ftdl 

A short eclipse from his portentous shade ? 

O, that that fiend had lodged on some broad orb 

Athwart his way ; nor reach^ his present home» 

Then bla8kBn?d earth with foatateps foul*d iahdl» 

Nor washed in ocean, as from Bams be pasi'd 

To Brjtau»^s isle ; too^ too oonspicuoos then V* 

But this ia all digression. Where is He, 
That o'er h^uren^ battlements the felon hurl'd 
To groans, and chains, and darkness? Where is Ha^ 
Who sees creation's summit in a rale ? 
He, whom, while man is man, he canH but seek; 
And if he finds, commences more than man ? ^ 
O for a telescope his throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye leam'd on earth, or bless'd above ! 
Ye searching^ ye Newtonian angels— tdL» 
Where, your great M istb&'s orb? his planets, whemf 
Those conscious satellites^ those morning stars, 
First-bom of Deity ! from central love. 
By veneration most profound, thrown off; 
By sweet attraction, no less stroniriy drawn ; 
Awed, and yet raptured ; raptured, yet sereiM; 
26 * 
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Past thoagfat illustrums, but with bonrowM beami ; 
Id atill approaching circles, still remote, 
TLeytAriog round the sun's eternal Snts f 
Or sent, in lines direct, on embassies 
To nations— in what latitude ? — Beyond 
Terrestrial thought's horizon ! — And on what 
High errands sent?— Here human effort ends ; 
And leares me still a stranger to His throne. 

FuU well it migl^t ! I quite mistook my road ; 
Bom in an age, more curious than devout ; 
More fond to fix the place of heayen, or hell. 
Than studious this to shun, or that secure. 
Tis not the curious, but the pious path, 
That leads me to my point : Lobbnzo ! know, 
Without or star, or angel, for their guide, 
Who worship God, shall find him. Humble loFe, 
And not proud reason, keeps the door of heayen; 
Lore finds admission, where proud science fiub* 
Man's science is the culture of his heart; 
And not to lose his plummet in the depths 
Of nature, or the more profound of God* 
Either to know, is an attempt that sets 
The wisest on a lerel with tbe fool. 
To fathom nature, (ill attempted here !) 
Past doubt, is deep philosophy above ; 
Higher degrees in bliss archangels take. 
As deeper leamM ; the deepest, leammg stOL 
For, what a thunder of Omnipotence 
(So might 1 dare to speak) is seen in all ! 
In man ! in earth ! in more amazing skies ! 
Teaching this lesson, pride is loth to learn 
'* Not deeply to discern, not much to know; 
Mankind was bom to wonder, and adore.** 
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And is there came for higher wonder still, 
Than that which struck us from our past sorveji f 
Tes ; and for deeper adoration too. 
From my late airy trarel unconfined, 
Have I leamM nothing? — Yes, Lorenzo ; this : 
Each of these stars is a religious house ; 
1 saw their altars smoke, their incense rise; 
And heard hosannas ring through erery sphere^ 
A seminary fraught with future gods. 
Nature, all o'er, is consecrated ground, 
Teeming with g^rowths immortal, and divine. 
The great Proprietor^ all-bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing waste ; but sows these fiery fields 
With seeds of reason, which to virtues rise 
Beneath his genial ray ; and, if escaped 
The pestilential blasts of stubborn wiU, 
When grown mature, are gather^ for the skief. 
And IS devotion thought too much on eartii, 
When beings, so superior, homage boast. 
And triumph in prostrations to The Throne. 

But wherefore more of planets, or of stars? 
Ethereal journeys, and, discovered there. 
Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand ways devout, 
Ail nature sending incense to the Throne, 
Except the bold Lorenzos of our sphere ? 
Opening the solemn sources of my soul, 
Since 1 have pourM, like feig^M ERiDANm, 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming sldei} 
Nor see, of fancy, or of fact, what more 
Invites the muse— -here turn we, and review 
Our past nocturnal landscape wide .-—then say. 
Say, then, Lorenzo! with what burst of heart. 
The whole, at once, revolving in his thought^ 
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Must iiuai«iobiaK •doringt and ig^Mt? 

O what a Father! what a fiunikf^! 

Worlds! sjstems! aai creafticMis !— and creatioBi^ 

In one agi^lomerafeed cluster hvm^* 

Great Vine ii" ob Thee, on Thee the <dii8terhaiigt; 

The filial ckitter ! infinitely qiraad 

In glovingr flobee^ with Tariout beings frapig^ s 

And drinks (nedareons dnuag*hA !) immortal Ufik 

Or, shall I say^ (for who can say enough ?}, 

A consteUatieaoC* ten thousand geBW, 

(And, O t of what dim^uions ! of what weighlt) 

Set ia one signet, flames on the rig^t hani 

Of Majesty Diviae ! the Uaaing seal. 

That deeply stanqfis,. on aU^reated mind^ 

Indelible, his sorerdgn attributes. 

Omnipotence, and lore ! t^at, passing bomd ; 

And this, surpassing (haL Nor sti^ we here^ 

For want of power in €roi», but thought in rnan^ 

E'en this aolmowledged, leares us still in debt,: 

If greater aiight, ^ai gieater all is thiai^ 

Dread Sirs I-^AscepI this miniaiture of Thet ; 

And pasdon analtempt from mortal thou^t. 

In which ac^angels might have fhil'd, ui^lamedU* 

How such ideas o£ the Ajlmigbtt's poweiv 
And such ideas of th* Ai^if eoiitt^ plan 
(Ideas not absurd,) destend tiie thought 
Of feeble mortals! Nor of them atone.' 
The fulness of the Deitt breaks forth 
In inconceivables to meuk and gods. 
Think, then, O think! nor eyer dtof the thoii|^t|. 

* John. XT. L 
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How low must man descend, when gods adore ! 
Have I not, then, accomplish^ my proud hoast ? 
Did I not tell thee, *< We would mounts LorensoI 
And kindle our devotion at the stars f^* 

And have I foiled? and did I flatter thee? 
And art all adamant ? And dost confute 
All ui^^, with one irrefragable smile ? 
LoRERZo ! mirth how miserable here ? 
Swear by the stars, by Him who made them, swear. 
Thy heart, henceforth, shall be as pure as they: 
Then thou, like them, shalt shine ; like them, shalt rise 
From low to lofty; from obscure to bright; 
By due gradation, nature's sacred law. 
The stars, from whence ? — Ask Chaos— he can teS. 
These bright temptations to idolatry. 
From darkness, and confusion, took their Inrth ; 
Sons of deformity ! from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, first tiiey rose to masses rode ; 
And then, to spheres opaque ; then dimly shone; 
Then brightcn'd ; then blazed out in perfect day^ 
Nature delights in progress ; in advance 
From worse to better : but, when minds ascend} 
Progress, in part, depends upon themselves. 
Heaven aids exertion ; greater makes the great; 
The voluntary little lessens more. 
O be a man! and thou shalt be a god ! 
And half self-made ! — Ambition how divine ! 

O thou, ambitious of disg^race alone ! 
Still uudevout ? unkindled ?— Though high taught. 
Schooled by the skies, and pupil of the stars ; 
Rank coward to the fashionable world ! 

• Sm page 366. 
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Art them MhMiMd U> bend thy knee to Hearea? 
Cursed fmae of pride, exhmled froM deepest heUi 
Pride ID reunion, is mamH higteet praise. 
Bent OD destmctien I and m kre wiOk dealk! 
Not all these Uimiiiaries, qneiichM at once. 
Were half so sad, as one beoii^hted nmid. 
Which gropes for happiness, and meets despaiK. 
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her gUnaering tapers, silent sits ! 
How sorrowful, how desolate, she weeps 
Perpetual dews, and saddens natore% scene ! 
A scene more sad sin makes the dark^d eoh^ 
All comfort kills, nor leavee one spark aliTe. 

Tfaongh hKad of heart, still open is thine eye: 
Why such magnificeooe in aU tho« aeest?* 
Of mattetll graodMir, knew, one end is this^ 
To tell the rational, who gase* on it— 
<< Though tiiat inmeosely great, stiU gieater he» 
Whose bveast eaipacHoas, can embrace, and lodges 
Unbwden'di nature^s uni^eiaal scheme *, 
Can grasp creaties with a su^le thought ; 
Creation grasf^; aad net exchide its Sibe^— 
To tell hin further—'' It hehoires him much 
To giiard th? important, yet depen^ug, fate 
Of heing, brighter than a thousand suns: 
One single ray of thought outshines them aU.** 
. And if man hears obedient, soon he'll soar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wiog, 
His purple wing bedroppM with eyes of gold. 
Rising, where thought is now denied to rise, 
Look down triumphant on these dazzling spheres. 

Why then persist ? — No mortal erer lived, 
But, dying, he pronounced (when words ve true) 
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The whole ikai dbftrms thee, absolutrij rmm ; 

Vain, and far worse ! — Think thon, with dfiof^ men; 

O condeaceod to think as angek think ! 

O ti^emle a chance for happiness! 

Our nature such, ill choice ensures ill (ate ; 

And hell had been, though there had been no God* 

Dost thou not know, my new astronomer ! 

Earth, taming from the sun, brings night to man ? 

Man, turning from his God, brings endless night ; 

Where thou canst read no morals, find no friend. 

Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 

How deep the darkness ! and the groan, how loud! 

And (ar, how far, from lambent are the flames !-*- 

Such is LoRXNZo's purchase ! such his praise ! 

The proud, the politic Lorembo^ praise ! 

Though in his ear, and levellM at his heart, 

IVe half read o'er the volume of the skies. 

For think not thou hast heard all this from me ; 
Mj song but echoes what great nature speaks. 
What has she spoken? Thus the goddess spoke, 
Thus speaks for ever :~^ Place a1 nature^ head, 
A sovereign, which o'er all diings rolls his eye, 
Exteikds his wing, promulgates hifi commands, 
But, above all, difikses endless good : 
To whom, for sure redress, ^e wrongM may il^} 
The vile, for mercy ; and the pain'd, for peace: 
By whom, the various tenants of these spheres^ 
Diversified in fortunes, place, and powers. 
Raised in enjoyment, as in worth they rise. 
Arrive at length (if worthy such approach) 
At that bles8*d fountain-head, from which they strMUBt 
Where conflict past redoubles present joy ; 
And present joy looks forward on increase ; 
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And that, on more ; no period! ererystep 
A double boon ! a promise, and a bliM." 
How easy sits this scheme on human hearts! 
It soitB their make ; it soothes their vast desires; 
Passion is pleased, and reason asks no more ; 
*Tis rationa) ! His gn'eat I^^But what is thine? 
It darkens ! shocks ! excruciates ! and confounds t 
LeaTes us quite naked, both of help, and hope. 
Sinking from bad to worse ; few years, the sport 
Of fortune ; then, the morsel ci despair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo (for thou know^t it well,) 
What^ vice ? — Mere want of compass in our thoughti 
Religion, what ? — The ^rooi of common sense. 
How art thou whooted, where the least preyails ! 
Is it my fault, if these truths call thee fool ? 
And thou shalt neyer be miscall^ by me. 
Can neither shame, nor terror, stand thy fhend? 
And art thou still an insect in the mire ? 
How, like thy gpuardian angnel, have I flown ; 
SnatchM thee from earth ; escorted thee through aO 
Th* ethereal armies ; walkM thee, like a god. 
Through splendours of first magnitude, arranged 
On either hand ; cleuds thrown beneath th^p feet ; 
Close cruised on the bright paradise of God ; 
And almost introduced thee to the Throne! 
And art thou still carousing, for delight, 
Rank poison ; first, fermenting to mere hoQy 
And then subsiding into final gall ? 
To beings of sublime, immortal make. 
How shocking is all joy, whose end is sure ! 
Such joy, more shocking still, the more it channt I 
And dost thou choose what ends, ere well begun; 
And infamous, as short? And dost thou choose 
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(Tbim, to whose palate glory is so sweeC) 
To wade into perdition, through contempt, 
Not of poor bigots oniy, but thy own ? 
For I hire pcep'd into thy cover'd heart, 
And seen it blush beneath a boastftil brow ; 
For, by strong guilt's most violent assault. 
Conscience is but disabled, not destroy^* 

O^ou most awM being, and moit rain ! 
Thy will, how frail ! how glorious is thy power! 
Though dk'ead eternity has sown her seeds 
Of bliss; and woe, in thy despotic breast ; 
Though hearen, and hell, depend upon thy choice; 
A butterfly comes 'cross, and both are fled. 
Is this the picture of a rational ? 
This horrid image, shall it be most just ? 
LiORENzo ! no : it cannot-^— shall not, be, 
If there is force in reason ; or, in sounds, 
Chanted beneath the glimpses of the mooB, 
Avtaiilgic, at this planetary hour, 
When slumber locks the general lip, and dreami 
Through senseless mazes hunt souls uninspired* 

Attend — the sacred mysteries begin 

My solemn night-born adjuration hear ; 
Hear, and PU raise thy spirit from the dust; 
Wliile the stars gaze on this enchantment nevr ; 
Enchantment, not infernal, but dirine ! 

^' By Silence, death^ft peculiar attribute; 
By Darkness, gu^'s inevitable doom ; 
By Darkness, and by Silence, -sisters dread ! 
That dx«w the ^ourtahi round nighfs ebon throne^ 
And raise idete, scrfemn as the scene ! 
By Night, and aU of awftil, night presents 
To thought, or Muse (of awM miMh, to bolht 
27 
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The goddess brings !) By these her trembling firet, 

Like Vesta^, erer burning; and, like hers, 

Sacred to thoughts iminacolate, and pure ! 

By these bright orators, that proFe, and praise, 

ibid press thee to rerere, the Dbitt ; 

Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rererM awhile. 

To reach his throne ; as stages of the soul, ' 

Through which, at different periods, she shall passi 

Refining g^radu^, for her final height. 

And purging off some dross at e^ery sphere ! 

By this dark pall thrown o'er the sOent world ! 

By the world's kings, and kingdoms, most renown.^ 

From short ambition's zenith set for e^er ; 

Sad presage to rain boasters, now in bloom ! 

By the long list of swift mortality. 

From Adam downward to this erening knell. 

Which midnight wares in fancy's startled eye; 

And shocks her with a hundred centuries. 

Bound death's black banner throngVl, in hilmaii 

thought! 
By thousands, now, resigning their last lieath. 
And calling thee — ^wert thou so wise to hear ! 
By tombs o'er tombs arising; human eartii 
Ejected, to make room for— human earth ; 
The monarch's terror ! and the sexton's trade I 
By pompous obsequies, that shun the day, 
The torch funereal, and the nodding phune. 
Which makes poor man's humiliation proud; 
Boast of our ruin ! triumph ot our dust! 
By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bonei ; 
And the pale lamp, that shows the gh^tly dead. 
More ghastly through the thick incumbent gkxMnf 
By Tisiti (if there are) £rom darker scenes, 
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The gliding spectre ! and the groaning graye ! 

By groans, and graves, and miseries that gproon 

For the gn.yeH shelter ! By desponding men. 

Senseless to pains of death, from pangs of g^t ! 

By guilt^s last audit ! By yon moon in blood, 

The rocking firmament, the falling stars, 

And thnnder^s last discharge, gpreat nature^ knell ! 

By second chaos ; and eternal night^ — 

Be wise — ^Nor let Philander blame my charm ; - 

Bat own not ill discharged my doable debt, 

Lore to the living, duty to the dead. 

For know, Vm but executor; he left 
This moral legacy ; I make it o'er 
By his command : Philander hear in me. 
And Heaven in both.— If deaf to these, oh ! hear 
Florello's tender voice : his weal depends 
On thy resolve ; it trembles at thy choice : 
For his sake—love Myself. Example strikes 
All human hearts ! a bad example more ; 
More still a Other's ; that ensures his rain. 
As parent of his being, wouldst thou prove 
Th' onnataral parent of his miseries. 
And make him curse the being which thoo gairttt? 
Is this the.blessing of so fcmd a father ? 
If careless of Lorenzo, spare, oh ! spare 
Florbllo's father, and Philandbr^ friend t 
Florbllo's father rain'd, ruins him ; 
And from Philander's friend the world expect* 
A conduct, no dishonour to the dead. 
Let paasicm do, what nobler motive should; 
liCt love, and emulatioii, rise in aid 
To reaioD ; and perraade thee to be— Uest^ 
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This 9efig9» not a request to be denied} 
Tet (sJMfih ih' infatuatioii of mankind !) 
Tis the loott hc^less, man can make to num. 
Shall I, then, rise in argument, and warmth ; 
And uige Pkilander's posthumous adrice. 

From topics yet unbroach^d ? 

But, oh! I faint ! my spirits fail ! — ^Nor strange! 
So long on wing, and in no middle clime ! 
To wUek my great Creatw^s glory called : 
And calls— but, now, in yain. Sleep^s dewy wand 
Has stroked my drooping Uds, and promises 
My long arrear of rest; the downy god 
(Wont to return witii our returning peace) 
Will pay, ere long, and bless me with repose. 
Haite, h^iste, sweet stranger ! from the peasants cot^ 
The shiprboy's hammock, or the soldier's straw, 
Whenca spratrar neyer chased thee : with thee bripg^ 
Not hid^99B vmom^ 93 of late ! but dnuigto 
Delicious of weU*tasted, cordial rest; 
Man's rich restorative i bis balmy bath, 
That supples, lubricates, and keeps in plt^. 
The rarious movements of this nice machine, 
W^ieh asks s«ch frequent periods of rep«ir. 
When tired with yain rotations of the day, 
Sleep winds us up for the succeeding dawn ; 
Fresh we sfun on, till sidmess clogs our wheels, 
Or death quite l^reaks the spring, and motion ends* 
When wiU it end with me ? 

— — <* Thou only know^ 
Thou, whose broad eye the future, and the past, 
Joins to the present ; making one of three 
To mortal thought! Thou Imow'st, and Thou ^leo^ 
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All-knoinog !— aU-uBknonm!— ind yet well known ! 
Near, tiliocigfa remote ! end, though imfkUiomM, felt! 
And, thongk invisihle, for erer seen ! 
And seen in all ! the great, and the mhrate : 
Each globe above, with it« gigantic nMse, 
Each flower, each leaf, with iti snail people swann^ 
(Those pun J roilchers of OifKiPOTEircfs !) 
To the drat thought, that asks, ' From wheaee?* declaro 
Their common Source. Thon Fovntaki, ntmriDg o'er 
In rivers loi oommwiicated joy! 
Who gayest us speech lor far, &r humbler thoBMB ! 
Say, by what name shldl I presume to call 
Him I see burning in these countless sum, 
As Moses, in the bush ? lUuslsmiu Mind ! 
The wlK^ cre&ticm, less, &r less, to Thee, 
Than that to the creation^ ample round. 
How shall 1 name Thee ?— How my labouring smA 
Heavee uncteraeath Utte thought, too Ing for birth ! 
«< Great System of perfections ! Mighty Cause 
Of causes mighty ! Cause uncaused I Sde Koot 
Of nature, that luxuriant growth of God ! 
First Father of effects! that progeny 
Of endless fieries ; where the golden diii]i% 
Last UA admttt a period, who can tell ? 
Father of aU &et is or heard, or bears! 
Father of adl that is or seen, or sees ! 
Father of all that is, or shall arise I 
Father of this immeasurable mass 
Of matter multifomi ; or dense, or rare ; 
Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at rest ; 
Minute, or passing bound ! in each extrtflM^ 
Of like amaze, and mptery, to man. 
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Father of these brilliant millions of the night t 

Of which the least, full Godhead had proclaimed. 

And thrown the gazer on his knee«-Or, say, 

Is appellation higher still, Thy choice? 

Father of matter's tempcnrary lords ! 

Father of spirits ! nobler oaring I sparks 

Of high paternal glory ; rich endowed 

With Tarions measures, and with varioos modes 

Of instinct, reason, intuition ; beams 

More pale, or bright firam day divine, to break 

The dark of matter oi^ganized (the ware 

Of all created spirit ;) beams, ^t rise 

Each oyer other in superior light, 

Till the hst ripens into lustre strong. 

Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 

(Far fonder than e^r bore that name on earth) 

Of intellectual beings ! beings blessVl 

With powers to please Thee ; not of passiFe j^ 

To laws they know not; beings lodged in seats 

Of well-adapted joys, in diflerent domes 

Of this imperial palace for thy sons ; 

Of this proud, populous, well-policied. 

Though boundless habitation, plannM by Thees 

Whose sereral clans their sereral climates suit; 

And transposition, doubtless, would destroy. 

Or, oh ! indulge, immortal Kimo ! indulge 

A title, less august, indeed, but more 

Endearing ; ah ! how sweet in human ears! 

Sweet in our ears, ahd triumph in our hearts I 

FcUher of immorkUUy io man ! 

A theme that lately* set my soul on fire.— 

e Kirhts tbe Sixth aad S«T«ilk. 
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And Thou the next ! yet equal ! Thou, by whom 

Tliat blessing was conreyM ; far more ! was bought; 

Inefiable the price ! by whom all worlds 

Were made ; and one redeem^ ! illustrious Light 

From Light illustrious ! Thou, whose regal power, 

Finite in time, but infimte in space, 

On more than adamantine basis fix'd, 

O'er more, far more, than diadems, and thrones, 

Inviolably reigns ; the dread of gods ! 

And, oh ! the friend of man ! beneath whose fool^ 

And by the mandate of whose awful nod. 

All regfions, rerolutions, fortunes, fates, 

Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

Through the short channels of expiring time, 

Or shoreless ocean of eternity, 

Calm, or tempestuous (as thy Spirit breathes^) 

In absolute subjection !— And, O Thou 

The glorious Third ! distinct, not separate I 

Beaming from both ! with both incorporate; 

And (strange to tell !) mcorporate with dust! 

By condescension, as thy glory, gpreat* 

Enshrined in man ! of human hearts, if pure. 

Divine inhabitant ; the tie divine 

Of heaven with distant earth ! by whom, I trust 

(If not inspired,) uncensured this address 

To Thee, to Them— To whom? — ^Mysterious Powev) 

RevealM— yet unreveal'd! darkness in light! 

Number in unity! our joy ! our dread! 

The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin t 

That animates all right, the triple sun ! 

Sun of the soul ! her never-setting ion ! 

Triune, unutterable, unconceived, 
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AhBOODfimgf yet demoof triple, Great Qon ! 
Greater tben greatest ! better than the best ! 
Kinder than kindest ! with soft pityH eye, 
Or (stronger stiU to speak it) with thine own, 
FrcMS thy bright heme, from that high firmament, 
Where Thou, from all eternity, hast dwrit ; 
Beyond archangels* unassisted k«i ; 
From far abo^e what mortals highest call ; 
From eleyation^s pinnacle ; look down, 
Threngh irhnt ? confounding intenral ! throvgh all, 
And more than labouring fkncy can conoeire ; 
Through radiant ntnks ef essences unknown ; 
Through hierarchies from hierarchies detached 
Round vamus banners of Oon^potence, 
With endless change of rapturous duties fired : 
Through wondrous beings* interposing swarms, 
All clustering at the call, to dwell in Thee; 
Through this wide waste of wc^ds ! this rista vast. 
All sanded o^wiA suns ; suns turned to n^rht 
Before ihf feeUeil beam— Lewk dow n do fr n d ow u^ 
On a poor breattiing particle m d<lst, 
Or, lower,--an ioiBMvtal in his orknes. 
His crimes foigire! fiMrgire hit viitoes, toe! 
Those smdller faults, half oonTerts to ^e right ; 
Nor let me eleee these eyes, which noTer mere 
May see the sun (Plough eighth descending scale 
Now we%hs up mora,) unpitied, and unblessM! 
In Thy displeasure dwdla eternal pain ; 
Pain, our aversion ; pain, which strikes me noir: 
And, since all pain is teniae to man, 
Though transient, terrible; at Thy good hour. 
Gently, ^ gently, lay me ni my bed, 
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My clay-cold lied! by oatore, now, so near; 
By nature, near ; stiU nearer by disease ! 
Till then, be this, an emblem of mj grare : 
Let it outoreaoh the preacher ; every night 
Let it oatcry the boy at Philip^s ear ; 
That tong^ieof death ! that herald ot the tomb ! 
And when (the dielter of thy wing implored) 
J^y senses, Mothed, shall Bin)£ in soft repose ; 
O sink thb truth still deeper in my soul, 
Suggested by my pillow, signM by fate. 
First, in fate's vohime, at the page of man— 
ManU ntkly toul^ though twrn'^dand taii*d/or ever^ 
From Hde to dde^ can rett on nought hut Tkxb; 
Her%y in full trust; hereafter, 4n fuU jcy s 
On Tare, the promised, sure, eternal down 
Of spirits, toil'd in twwFel through this rale. 
Nor of that piUow shadl my soul de^iood ; 
For— Lore almighty! Lov^afanigh^l (sKQf, 
Exult, creation I) Love almighty, reigns! 
That death qf dsath ! that cocdia^ of deqpairf 
ibid loud Btewty's triunyhflnt song! 

c'-Qf whom, DO more :-*-For, O tiion Pavbojx GtOD I 
Thou God an4 mortal ! thence more God to man! 
Man^ th«l»^ eternal ! man% eternal theme ! 
Thou canst not 'scape uninjnred from oar praise. 
Uninjured from ;0ttr praise can Hx escape. 
Who, disembosomed fin»n the Fathek, bows 
The heaven of heavens, to kiss the distant earth! 
Breslihes ottt in agonies a sinless sotd ! 
Against the crass, death's iron sceptre breaks ! 
From famish'd ruin plucks her human prey! 
Throws wide ^le gates celestial to lus fi>es ! 



d by Google 



St2 THB COIIBOI.ATI(»r. mOHT IX 

Their gratitude, for such a boundless debt. 

Deputes their suffering brothers to receive ! 

And, if deep human guilt in payment ftdls ; 

As deeper guilt, prohibits our despair ! 

Enjoins it, as our duty, to rejoice ! 

And (to close all) omnipotentlj kind, 

Takes his delights among the sons of men.^* 

^ What wonb are Uiese !— And did they come from 

bearen ? 
And were they spoke to man ? to guilty man ? 
What are all mysteries to love like this ! 
The song of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral gods, are wafted in the sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broken heart : 
Though plunged, before, in horrors daik as night 
Rich prelibation of consummate joy ! 
Nor wait we dissolution to be bless'd. 

This final effort of the moral muse. 
How justly titled ! f Nor far me alone : * 
For an that read ; wha* spirit of support, 
"^niat heights of consoktion, crown my song ! 

Then, farewell Night ! Of darkness, now, no moret 
Joy breaks, shines, triumphs ; His eternal day. 
ShaU that which rises out of nought complain 
Of a few erils, paid with endless joys ? 
My soul ! henceforth, in sweetest union join 
The two supports of human happiness, 
Which some, erroneous, think can never meet ; 
True taste of life, anr) constant thought of death! 
The thought of death, sole victor of its dread ! 
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Hope be thy joy ; and probity thy skill ; 
Thy patron he, whose diadem has dropped 
Yon gems of beay^; eternity, thy prize: 
And leave the racers of the world their own. 
Their feather, and their froth, for endless toils : 
They part with all for that which is not bread ; - 
They mortify, tliey starve, on wealth, fame, power | 
And laugh to scorn the fools that aim it more. 
How must a spirit, late escapM from earth. 
Suppose Philander's, Lucia^s, or Na&ci88A^« 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye. 
Look back, astonishM, on the ways of men. 
Whose lives whole drift is to forget their graves ! 
And when our present privilege is past. 
To scourge us with due sense of its abuse^ 
The same astonishment will seize us all. 
What then must pain us, would preserve us now. 
Lorenzo ! His not yet too late : Lorenzo ! 
Seize wisdom, ere ^tis torment to be wise ; 
That is, seize wisdom, ere she seizes thee* 
For, what, my small philosopher ! is hell ? 
Tie nothing, but full knowledge of the truths 
When truth, resisted long, is sworn our foe ; 
And calls eternity to do her right. 

Thus, darkness aiding intellectual light. 
And sacred silence whispering truths divine. 
And truths divine converting pain to peace. 
My song the midnight raven has ontfring*d, 
And shot, ambitious of unbounded scenes, 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world. 
Her gloomy flight. But what avails the fliglll 



d by Google 



3t4 TB» COVMetsATlfOf. KIGRT IX* 

Of fancy, when omr hmrta remidn hekm ? 

Virtue abound* in: flatter«tt| said foe»: 

TTis pride, to praise her ; penanoe, to perform. 

To more than words, to mora than worth of tongue^ 

LoRBNZA ! rise, at thia auspicious hour ; 

An hour^ when Heaven's most iatimtate wi&'msft) 

When, like a. falling^ star, the ray divine 

Glides swift in{^ the bosom of the just; 

And just are all, determined to reclaim ; 

Which seta that title hi^, within tl^ reach* 

Awake, then ; thy Philandeil calls : awake ! 

Thou, who sbaltwake, when the oreaitk» a 

When^ like a tapM*, all tiiese suns expire^ 

When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath, 

Plucking the pillars that support the wcwld, 

In Nature^ ample ruins lies entomb'd ; 

And Midnigi>t, uniTeisal Midnight! 
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